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\R. EDWARD Nn was the * of a divine of. 

the Church of England, of the ſame name, and 
who was himſelf ſuperiorly eminent as a Chriſtian _ 
and a ſcholar. Of this worthy man there remains 


two volumes of ſermons upon various occaſions, | 


which are reckoned ſome of the beſt in our language] 
Such learning, and ſo good an example, were not 
ſlow in exciting the emulation of our poet; who was 
taught by his father the arts both of morals and hu- 
manity. When qualified for the univerſity, he was 

matriculated into All-Souls college in Oxford; and 
deſigning to follow the civil law, took a degree in 


that profeſſion. It was while in this ſituation that 


he wrote his poem on the Tal Day, which, coming 
A 1 from 
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chaplain. 1 


from a layman, gave univerſal fatisfaQion: and this 
IS ſoon after followed by his poem, entitled, The 
reer of Religicn, or Vanquiſbel Love; which was 


. received by the public, but was particularly 
pleaſing to the noble family for whoſe amuſement 


*It was chiefly calculated. Such was the ſucceſs of 
theſe two poems, in an age when the nobleſt produc- 
tions, were common, and even the meaneſt reward - 


ed, that he was taken particular notice of by ſeve- |} 
ral of the nobility; and the turn of his mind lead- ' 
ing him to the church, he went into orders, and was : 


made one-of the king's chaplains; he afterwards ob- 


tained the living of Welwyn, in Hertforſhire, worth 
about five hundred pounds per annum: and though 
ever in full blaze of favour, he never had the for- 
tune to riſa to greater preferment. Indeed, during 
the laſt reign, the arts of poetry, or of real eloquence, 
were but little promoted or encouraged from the 


throne. YounG could expect no great honours 


from a maſter who hated poetry, and ſtyled all poets 
with the odious appellation of Hu For ſome 
years before the death of the late Prince of Wales, 


Youxc, who was in favour with his Royal High- 


neſs, attended the court pretty conſtantly; but upon 
his deceaſe, all his hopes of church-advancement va- 


niſhed, and towards the latter end of his life, his ve- 


5 Ty defires of fortune ſeemed to forfake him. For 


in his Nieht-Thoughts, mentioning. hiraſelf, he ob- 


ſerves, that there was one in Britain born, with cour- 


tiers bred, who thought even wealth, might come a 
day too late. Notwithſtanding, upon the death of the | 
late Dr. Holes, he was taken into the ſervice .of the 
princeſs-dowager of V. ales, d ſucceeded as her privy > 
| NY 1 * Yin | 58 
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When pretty far advanced in life, he married the 

lady Elizabeth Lee, daugliter of the late earl of Litch= 
geld. This lady was a widow, and had two. clin; Y 

oa and a daughter, who were both extremely me- 


ritorious, but both died. young, and within a thort 
time of each other. What he felt for their lots, 
as well as for that of his wife, we may ealily per- 


ceive, by his fine poem of the Night-T houghts, in which. 


they are characterized, the young lady under the 


name of Nurciſſi, her brother by that of Philander,, 
and his wife, though nameleſs, is frequently men- 


tioned. ne thus  deplores his loſs, i in an a apoſtrophe: 
to death: | 


aer archer! could not ance ſuffice 
Thy ſhaft flew. tarice, and thrice my peace was flain, 


And thrice « ere thrice van 12292 renew'd her Horn. | 


But to return: though 1 in orders, he-{till continued: 
to cultivate the muſes; and at different times he pub- 
liſhed his tragedies and poems, each of which were 


reckoned excellent in their way. - His ſatires, entitled, 


The Love of Fame the Univerſal Paſſian, are by many 


confidered as his principal performance, a and were Write 


ten early in life. is 


As to his tragedies; the beſt of theſe is BOLD 


ven ge. This play, as a modern critic informs us, 


met, and juſtly with very great ſucceſs. The de- 


ſign of it ſeems to have been borrowed partly from 


Sage Othello, and partly from Mrs. Behn's 


” Abdalazar: the. plot bearing many marks of 'the 
| former; and the principal character, Zanga, of the 
latter. Yet it will not ſurely be ſaying too much, 


when. we affirm, that Dr. Young has, in ſome re- 
A 5 f — | 
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: ſpects, conſiderably improved his originals. If we 


compare the 1:go in one with the Zanga in the other 
tragedy, we ſhall find the motives of reſentment 
oreatly different, and thoſe of YounG much more 
juſtly, as well as more nobly founded than. thoſe of 


Shakeſpeare: Tago's cauſe of revenge againſt Othello, 
is only his having ſet a younger officer over his head, 


on a particular and fingular vacancy, notwithſtanding 
he himſelf has the juſteſt reaſon to expect a poſt of 


equal advantage. To this is added a flight ſuſpicion 
of Otbello's having been great with his wife. But 
Langa's cauſe of anger is different: The death of his 


father ſlain by Alonzo, the loſs of a kingdom in con- 


ſequence of his ſucceſs, and the indignity of a blow 
received from the fame hand; all thefe accumulated. 
injuries, added to the impoſſibility of finding a no- 
bpler means of revenge, urge him, againſt his will, to 
the ſubtilties and underhand methods he employs. 
Otbello's jealouſy is raiſed by trifles; and by appear. 
ing too credulous, he forfeits that pity which his 
diſtreſſes might demand: Alonzo, on the contrary, 


long ee againſt conviction, nor proceeds to ex- 
tremities, till he finds Prof riſe on progs, and till the 


720. the ſtrongeſt. In a word, we may aſſign this 


piece with great juſtice, P place i in the very firlt rank 
of our deantatic writings; and were we to ſhew fo- 


rcigners a tragedy, as a ſample of Engliſh genius, after 
two or three others, n this gh: be adduced as 
a ſp ſpecimen. 


The tragedy of 22 ris. was added peſore that of the - 


| Revenge; but is much inferior in merit. 


His laſt tragedy is entitled the Brothers, and writ= 


ten upon the plan of a French piece of great merit- 


P he: whole proſits e, by the repreſentation of 
chis bn: 


Da. EDWARD YOUNG 7 
this play were given by the author to charitable pur- 


poſes, | 
But to leave him in the. dramavie walk, let us 
turn to him as the moral and melancholy poet who- 


wrote the Night-Thoughts ; a ſpecies of poetry pecu- 


liarly his own, and- in which he has been unrivalled 
by all thoſe who attempted to write in his manner. 
The applauſe which he has received for theſe is un- 
bounded. the unhappy bard, whoſe pri ofs in melting 
vumbers flow, and melancholy. zoys diffuſe around, has 


1 ſung by the profane as well as the pious. 


Theſe, as we have already obſerved, were written 


under the recent preſſure of his forrow for the loſs of 
his wife, daughter, and ſon-in-law; they are addreſ- 
fed to Loreuas, a man of pleaſure and the world, and 
: | who, as it is inſinuated by ſome, is his own ſon, but, 
SY then labouring under bis father's diſpleaſure. In. 
$ theſe admirable poems there are flights of thinking al- 
moſt ſuperhuman ſuch. is his deſcriptionof Death from. 
Y his ſecret ſtand noting down all the follies of a Baccha- 
F nalian Society, the epitaph upon the departed world, 
IF the iſſuing of Satan from his dungeon on the day of . 
judgment: but his nobleſt flights are frequently al- 
layed by paultry witticiſms and a jingle of words; 
many thoughts finely ſtarted are tired down; and, 
like Ovid, he plays with his ee till he has s ſpoil. 


ed them. 
Of his proſe rrodafiicing there are few remaining. 5 


5 His Centaur not Fabulous, and his Conjectu, es on O- 

riginal Compoſition, are the moſt conſiderable. The 
| laſt of theſe ſeemed a brightning before death, and 
it had been well if the author had ſtopt here; but 


that taper which blazed as it declined, was at laſt 


exhibited to the Pulte as burning i in the ſocket, in a 
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work called the Refgnation, the laſt but the worſt of: all 


Dr. YounG's performances. 


But this failure in old age could no way diminiſh 
thi fame he had been earning by a life of more than 
ſixty years of excellence. As a poet, he was till 
conſidered as the only palladium we had left of an- 
cient genius; and, as a Chriſtian, one of the fineſt 
examples of primeval piety. The turn of his mind 


was naturally ſolemn; and he uſually, when at home 
in the country, fpent many hours of the day walk- 
ing in his own church, and among the tombs: his 


converſation, his writings, had all a reference to the 
life after this; and this turn of diſpoſition mixed it- 


ſelf even with his improvements in gardening. He 


had, for inſtance, an alcove with a bench ſo painted, 


near his houſe, that at a diſtance it looked like a real 

one which the ſpectator was then approaching. Up- 
on coming up near it, however, the deception was per- 

ceived, and this motto appeared: Inviſibilia ont ai 7 


« The things unſeen do not deceive us.” Yet, not- 


withſtanding this gloomineſs of temper, he was fond 


of innocent ſports and amuſements; he inſtituted an 


afſembly and a bowling-green in the pariſh of which 


he was rector, and often promoted the gaiety of 


the company in perſon. His wit was generally poig - 
nant, and ever levelled at thoſe who teſtified any 
contempt for decency and religion. His epigram, 
ipoken extempore upon Voltaire, is well known, 


who happening in his company to ridicule Milton, 


and the allegorical perſonages of Death and Sin, 
5 Too thus aan him: 5 


Thaw art 16 ß nn and thin, 
Nu ſeem a Milten with his Death and Sin. 


DR. EDWARD YOUNG: 9 


One Sunday preaching i in oflice at St. Faimes's, he 


found, that, though he ſtrove to make his audience 


attentive, he could not prevail. Upon which his pi- 
ty for their folly got the better of all decorums, and 


he ſat back in the pulpit, and burſt into a food 


of tears. 
Towards the latter part of his life, ke knew his own- 


infirmities, and fuffered himſelf to be in pupilage to 


his houſe-keeper; for he conſidered, that at a certain 
time of life the ſecond childhood of age demanded its 
wonted protection. His ſon, whoſe boyiſh follies were 
long obnoxious to paternal ſeverity, was at laſt for- 


given in his will; ; and our poet died regretted by all, 
having performed all that man could do 70 fill his poſi 7 
with dignity. 
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O W let the Aihes in le: Thou alone 


Ne Can bid his conſcious heart the Godhead own. 
Whom ſhalt thou not reform? O thou haſt ſeen 
How God deſcends to judge the ſouls of men. 
Thou heard'ſt the ſentence how the guilty mourn, 
Driv n out from God, and never to return. 

Vet more, behold ten thouſand thunders fall, 
And ſudden vengeance wrap the flaming ball: 
When nature ſunk, when every bolt was derbe, 
Thou ſaw'ſt the boundleſs ruins of the world. 

When guilty Sodom felt the burning rain, 
And ſulphur fell on the devoted plain; 

The patriarch thus, the ſiery tempeſt paſt, 
With pious horror vie wd the deſart waſte; 
The reſtleſs ſmoke ſtill ward its curls around, 
For ever riſing from the glowing ground. 
But tell me, oh! what heav'nly pleaſure tell, 
To think ſo greatly, and deſcribe ſo well?! 
} ow wait thon pleas'd the wondrous theme to try, 
Ang tind the wt of man could riſe ſo high ? 
Beyond 


„ To THR AUT H OR. 


Beyond this world the labour to purſue, ory 

And open all ET ERNIT V to vier 
But thou art beſt delighted to rehearſe 

Heav'n's holy dictates in exalted verſe: 

O thou haſt power the harden'd heart to warm, 

To grieve, to raiſe, to terrify, to charmz 

To fix the ſoul on God; to teach the mind. 

To know the dignity of human-kind; 

Buy ſtricter rules well-governedlife to ſcan, 

And practiſe o'er the angel in the man. 


Magd. Coll. 
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MAD A „ 
E RE, ſacred ratfis, | in 16fiy n. numbers told, 
The proſpect of a future ſtate unfold : _ 5 
The realms of night to mortal view diſplay, 55 
And the glad regions of eternal day. 
This daring author ſcorns, by vulgar ways 
Of guilty wit, to merit worthleſs praiſe. 
Full of her glorious theme, his tow'ring muſe, 
With gen'rous zeal, a nobler fame purſues: 
Religion's cauſe her raviſh'd heart — 
And with a thouſand bright ideas firesz 
Tranſports her quick, impatient, piercing eye, 
O'er the ſtrait limits of mortality, 
To boundleſs orbs, and bids her fearleſs ſane; | - 
Where only MiL ro gain'd renown before; REED 
Where various ſcenes alternately- excite 5 
Amazement, pity, terror, and delight. 
Thus did the muſes ſing in early times, 
Ere ſkill'd to flatter vice, and varniſh crimes: 
Their lyres were tun'd to virtuous ſons Aones, : 
And the chaſte poet, and the prieſt, were one. 
But now, forgetful of their infant ſtate, 
They ſooth the wanton pleaſures of the great: * 
And from the preſs, and the licentious ſtage, 
With luſcious poiſon taint the thoughtleſs ages. 
Deceitful charms attract our wond'ring eyes, 
And ſpecious ruin unſuſpected lies. 
So the rich ſoil of India's blooming ſhores, 
. Adorn'd with laviſh nature's choiceſt Oh 


10 


Where 


16 To a Lab „ with the LAST DA TY 


Where ſerpents lurk, by flow'rs conceal d from ſfight,, 
| Hides fatal danger under gay delight. 

Thete purer thoughts from grols alloys refin d, 
With heav'nly raptures elevate the mind; _ 
Not fram'd to raite a giddy thort-liv'd joy, 

Whoſe falſe allurements, while they pleale, deſtroy . 
But bliſs reſembling that of ſaints above, 
Sprung from the viſion of th' Almighty. Love: 
Firm, ſolid bliſs, for ever great and new, 

The more 'tis known, the more admir'd, like you; 
Like you, fair nymph, in whom united meet. 
Endearing ſweetneſs, unaffected wit, 

And all the glories of your ſparkling race, 

While inward virtues heighten ev'ry grace. : 

By theſe ſecur'd, you will with N read 
future judgment, and the riſing dead. 

Of time's grand period, heau'n and earth o erthrown; 

And gaſping nature's laſt tremendous groan. Ty 
Theſe, when the ſtars and ſun ſhall be no more, 
Shall beauty to your ravag'd form reſtore: 

Then ſhall you ſhine with an immortal ray, 

3 by ; and ee d 7 hay: | 
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On his Laſt Day and ne bali 971. 


N D muſt it be as thou haſt ſung, 
Celeſtial bard, ſeraphic YounGs ? 
Will there no trace, no point be found 
Of all this ſpacious glorious round? 
Von lamps of light, mult they decay? ? 
On nature's ſelf, deſtruction prey? 
Then. fame, the moſt immortal thing 


Ev'n thou can'ſt hope, is on the wing, 
Shall NEw ToN's Syſtem be admir'd, 


When time and motion are expir'd? 

Shall ſouls be curious to explore 

Who rul'd an orb that is no more? 

Or ſhall they quote the pictur'd age, 
From Poet's and Thy corrective page, 
When vice and virtue loſe their name 

In deathleſs joy, or endleſs ſhame ? _ 
While wears away the grand machine, 
ds The works of genius ſhall be ſeen; 
Beyond, what laurels can there be, 

For HoMmER, HoRACE, Pop, or Tunes 
Through life we chaſe, with fond purſuit, 3 
What mocks our hope, like Sodom's fruit: 
And ſure, thy plan was well deſign' d, 
To cure this madneſs of the e 


Firſtz 
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VVV 
Firſt, beyond time our thoughts to raiſe; 
Then laſh our love of tranſient praiſe. 

In both, we own thy doctrine juſt : 

And fame's a breath, and men are duſt, 
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 Iiſe pater, media nimborum in noe, coruſca 

| Fulmina malitur dexira. Quo maxima motu 

Terra tremit: fugere fere! et martalia corda 
Per gentes humilis flravit paver.— Vir 6. 
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Wu. H 1 1. E. others fing the Cre of the Greats: 
: Empire and Arms, and all the pomp. of ſtate: 


With Britain's Hero * ſet their ſouls on fire, 
And grow immortal as his deeds inſpire; 


1 Idraw a deeper ſcene: a ſcene that yields 


A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields; 
The world alarm'd, both earth and heav'n o erthrown, 
- And gaſping Nature 8 laſh: tremendous an 1 
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Death's ancient ſceptre, broke, the teeming tomh, 
The righteous Judge, and man's eternal doom. 
*P'wixt joy and pain I view the bold deſign, 
And aſk my anxious heart, if it be mine. 
Whatever great or dreadful has been done 
Within the fight of conſcious ſtars or ſun, 
Is far beneath my daring: I look down 
On all the ſplendors of the Briti/h.crown, 
This globe is for my verſe a narrow bound; 
Attend me, all the glorious worlds around!” 
O all ye angels, howſoe'er disjoin'd, 
Of every various order, place, and kind, 
Hear, and aſſiſt, a feeble mortal's lays; 
Tis your Eternal King I ſtrive to praiſe. 
But chiefly Thou, great Ruler! Lord of all! 
LH? Before whoſe throne archangels proſtrate fall; 
If at thy nod, from diſcord, and from night, 
 Sprang beauty, and yon ſparkling worlds of light, 
Exalt &en me; all inward tumults quell; + | 
The clouds and darkneſs of my mind diſ pel; 1 
To my great ſubject thou my breaſt inſpire, I 
And raiſe my lab'ring ſoul with equal fire, 1 1 | 
Man, bear thy brow aloft, view every grace k 
In God's great offspring, beauteous Nature's ſace: 
See ſpring's gay bloom; ſee golden autumn's ſtore 3 i 
See how earth ſmiles, and hear old ocean roar, 
| Leviathans but heave their cumb'rous mail, 
It makes a tide, and wind-bound navies ſail. 4 
Here, foreſts riſe, the mountain's awful pride; a 
Here, rivers meaſure climes, and worlds divide; 
There, vallies traught with gold's reſplendent ſeeds, . 
Hold kings, and kingdoms fortunes, in their beds: 
There, to the ſkics, aſpiring hills aſcend, 
Rt And. into diſtant lands their ihades . 
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| Book I. TAI LAST: DAY. 21 
View cities, armies, fleets; of fleets the pride, 

See Furope's law, in Albion's channel ride. | 
View the whole earth's vaſt landſcape unconfin'd, 
Or view in Britain all her glories join d. 

Then let the firmament thy wonder raiſe; _ 
„Pwill raife thy wonder, but tranſcend thy praiſe, 
How far from eaſt to welt? The lab'ring eye 
Can ſcarce the diſtant azure bounds deſcry: 
Wide theatre! where tempeſts play at large, 
And God's right-hand can all its wrath diſcharge. 
Mark how thoſe radiant lamps inflame the pole, 
Call forth the ſeaſons, and the year controul: 
They thine through time, with an unalter'd ray: 
See This grand period rife, and That decay: _ 
So vaſt, this world's a grain; yet myriads grace, 
With golden pomp, the throng'd ethereal {| — 
80 bright, with ſuch a wealth of glory ſtor d, 
'Twere fin in heathens not to have ador'd. 
How great, how firm, how ſacred, all appears! 
How worthy an immortal round of years! 
Yet all muſt drop, as autumn's ſicklieſt grain, 
And earth and firmament be ſought in vain: 
The tract forgot where conflellations ſhone, 
Or where the STUARTS filb'd an awful throne: ; 
Time ſhall be flain, all nature be deſtroy'd, 
Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 
Sooner, or later, in ſome future date, 
(A dreadful ſecret in the book of fate!) 
This hour, for aught all human wiſdom knows, 80 
Or when ten thouſand harveſts more have roſe; 
When ſcenes; are chang'd on this revolving earth, 
Old empires fall, and give new empires birth; 
While other Rourbons rule in other lands 
And (if man's ſin forbids not) other 3 - 
* 5 x. die 


1 TUNE LAST DAY. Book I, 


While the {ill buſy world is treading o'er 

The paths they trod five thouſand years before, 
Thoughtleſs as thoſe who now life's mazes run, 
Of earth diſſolv'd, or an extinguiſh'd fun; 
(Ye ſublunary worlds awake, awake! 

Ye rulers of the nation, ear, and ſhake 5 
Thick clouds of darkneſs ſhall ariſe on day; 
In ſudden night all earth's dominions lay; 

Impetuous winds the ſcatter'd forefts rend; 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend; 

The vallies yawn, the troubled ocean roar, 
And break the bondage of his wonted ſhore; 
A ſanguine ſtain the filver moon o'erſpread 
Darkneſs the circle of the ſun invade; 
From inmoſt heav'n inceſſant thunders roll, 

And the ſtrong echo bound from pole to pole: 
When, lo, a mighty trump, one half conceal'd 
In clouds, one half to mortal eye reveal'd, 
Shall pour a dreadful note; the pecrcing call 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball; 
Thb' extended circuit of creation . 

The living die with fear, the dead awake. 

Oh pow'rful blaſt! to which no equal ſound 

Did Cer the frighted ear of nature wound, 

Though rival clarions have been ſtrain'd on bigh, 
And kindled wars immortal through the iky, _ 
Though God's whole engineTy eh and all 

| The rebel-angels bellow'd in their fall. 

Have angels ſinn'd? and ſhall not man beware? 
How ſhall a ſon of earth decline the ſnare? 

Not folded arms, and ſlackneſs of the mind, 5 

Can promiſe for the ſafety of mankind: d 4 

None are ſupinely good: through care and pain, 1 

And v various arts, the ne aſcent we gain. 0 


Thi 
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| This is the ſcene of combat, not of reſt, 


Man's is laborious happineſs at beſt; 


f On this ſide death his dangers never ceaſe, 
His joys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace. 


If then, obſequious to the will of fate, 
And bending to the terms of human ſtate, 
When guilty joys invite us to their arms, 


When beauty ſmiles, or blatant ene her 


charms, 


S The conſcious ſoul was this great ſcene diſplay, 
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Call down th? immortal hoſts in dread array, 


The trumpet ſound, the Chriſtian banner ſpread, 


And raiſe from ſilent graves the trembling dead; 
Such a impreſſion would the picture make 
No pow'r on earth her firm reſolve could ſhake; 
Engag'd with angels ſhe would greatly ſtand, 
And look regardleſs down on ſea and land; 


Not proffer'd worlds her ardour could le 


And death might ſhake his threat'ning lance in vain! 

Her certain conqueſt would endear the fight, 

And danger ſerve but to exalt delight. _ 
Inſtructed thus to ſlun the fatal ſpring. 

Whence flow the terrors of that day I ſing; 

More boldly we our labours may purſue, 

And all the dreadful image ſet to view. 
The ſparkling eye, the ſleek and painted breaſt, 


The burniſh'd ſcale, curl'd train, and riſing creſt 


All that is lovely in the noxious ſnake, 
Provokes our fear, and bids us flee the brake: 
The ſting once drawn, his guiltleſs beauties riſe 
In pleaſing luſtre, and detain our eyes; 


We view with joy, what once did horror move, 


A nd ſtrong ayerfion ſoftens into love. 1 
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Say then, my muſe, whom diſmal ſcenes delight, 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night; 2 
Say, melancholy maid, if bold to dare 1 
The laſt extremes of terror. and deſpair z 
'Oh ſay, what change on earth, what heart in man, 
This blackeſt moment ſince the world began. | 

Ah mournful turn! the bliſ, ful earth, who late 
At leiſure on her axle roll'd in ſtate; 
While thouſand golden planets knew no reſt, 
Still onward in their circling journey preſt; 
A grateful change of ſeafons ſome to bring, 
And ſweet viciſſitude of fall and ſpring : 

Some through vaſt oceans to conduct the keel, 
And ſome thoſe watry worlds to ſink, or ſwell: 
Around her ſome their ſplendors to diſplay, + 
And gild her globe with tributary day 
This world ſo great, of joy the bright abode, 
Heav'n's darling child, and fav'rite of her God, 
| Now looks an exile from her Father's care, 
Deliver'd o'er to darkneſs and deſpair. 
No ſun in radiant glory ſhines on high _ 
No light, but from the terrors of the ſky: 
Fall'n are her mountains, her fam'd rivers loſt, 
And all into a ſecond chaos toſt; _ 
One univerſal ruin ſpreads abroad; 
Nothing is ſafe beneath the throne of God. 
Such, earth, thy fate : what then canſt thou afford 5 
Jo comfort and ſupport thy guilty lord? 
Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon, 
How muſt he bend his ſoul's ambition down ? 
| Proſtrate, the reptile own, and diſavo - 
His boaſted ſtature, and aſſuming brow? "4 
Claim kindred with the clay, and curſe his form, 
That ſpeaks diſtinction from his ſiſter-worm : 
ü e What 
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What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade? 
Lord, why doſt thou forſake, whom thou haſt made? 


| Who can ſuſtain thy anger? who can ſtand 

| Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand? 

it flies the reach of thought ; oh ſave me, Pow'r 
W Of pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous hour! 


Thou, who beneath the frown of Fate haſt-ſtood, 
And in thy dreadful agony ſweat blood ; 


| Thou, who for me, through every throbbing vein, 


Haſt felt the keeneſt edge of mortal pain; 

Who death led captive through the realms below, 

And tanght thoſe horrid myſteries of woe; 

Defend me, O my God; Oh ſave me, Pow'r 

Of pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous wart. 
From eaſt to welt they fly, from pole to line, 

Imploring ſhelter from the wrath divine; | 

Beg flames to wrap, or whelming ſeas to ſweep, 

Or rocks to yawn, compaſſionately deep: 

Seas caſt the monſter forth to meet his doom, 

And rocks but priſon up for wrath to come. 
So fares a traitor to an earthly crown; 

While death fits threat'ning in his prince's frown, 

His heart's diſmay'd; and now his fears command, 

To change his native for a diſtant land : 

Swift orders fly, the king's ſevere decree. 

Stands in the channel, and locks up the ſea; 


| The port he ſeeks, obedient to her lord, 


Hurls back the rebel to his lifted ſword. 
But why this idle toil to paint ha day; 3 

This time, elaborately thrown away 

Words all in vain pant after the diſtreſs, 


MW The height of eloquence would make it leſs; 


Heav'ns | how, the gd man trembles!— | 
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ealih on a golden mountain blazing ſtand, 


And thou, more dreadful foe, bright beauty, thine; ; 
Shine all; in all your charms together riſe; | 


What equals his? And {þall the victor now 
HBoaſt the proud laurels on his loaded brow? 
= Religion ! Oh thou cherub, heav'nly bright! 
Oh joys unmix'd, and fathomleſs delight! 


Creation aught, but God and my own ſoul. 


Nor let the brute creation praiſe him more. 


And fluſh my conſcious cheek with ſpreading 3 


The mounting flames their burning pow'r ſuſpend; f 

In ſolid heaps th? unfrozen billows ſtand, 
Io reſt and ſilence aw'd by his command: 

| Nay, the dire monſters that infeſt the flood, 


His will can calm, their ſavage tempers bind, 
And turn to mild protectors of mankind. 
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And is there a L Daz? and muſt there come 
A ſure, a fix'd, inexorable doom? 


Ambition ſwell, and, thy proud ſails to ſhow, 
Take all the winds that vanity can blow; 


] 


And reach an India forth in either hand; 
Spread all thy purple cluſters, tempting vine, 


That all, in all your charms, I may deſpiſe, _ 
W hile I mount. upward on a ſtrong deſire, - 
Borne, like EI ſab, in a car of fire. 

In hopes of glory to be quite involv'd! 
To {mile at death! to long to be diſſolv'd! 
From our decays a pleaſure to receive! 

And kindle into tranſport at a grave! 


Thou, Thou art all; nor find I in the whole 
For ever tken, my ſoul, thy God adore, 
Shall things inanimate my conduct blame, 


They all for him purſue, or quit their end; 


By nature dreadful, and athirſt for blood, 
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Did not the prophet this great truth maintain 
In the deep chambers of the gloomy main; 
When darkneſs round him all her horrors ſpread, 
And the loud ocean bellow'd o'er his head ? 

When now the thunder roars, the lightning flies, | 
And all the warring winds tumultuous riſe ; 
When now the foaming ſurges, toſt on high, 
Diſcloſe the ſands beneath, and touch the ſky; 
When death draws near, the mariners aghaſt, 
Look back with terror on their actions paſt; 
Their courage ſickens into deep diſmay, - 
Their hearts, chrough fear and anguiſh, melt away 3 % 
Nor tears, nor pray'rs, the tempeſt can appeaſe; 
Now they devote their treaſure to the feas; 
Unload their ſhatter'd barque, tho” richly fraught, 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
With gems and gold ; but oh, the ſtorm ſo high! 
Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can bux. 

The trembling prophet then, themſelves to fave, 5 
They headlong plunge into the briny wave; 
Down he Jefebnds; and, booming o'er his head, 5 
The billows cloſe; he's number'd with the dead. : 
(Hear, O ye juſt! attend, ye virtuous few! 8 
And the bright paths of piety purſue) 
Lo! the great Ruler of the world, from Wa. 
ne? Þ Looks ſmiling down with a propitious eye, 
WM Covers his ſervant with his gracious hand, 
3 And bids tempeſtuous nature filent ſtand; 

Commands the peaceful waters to give place, „ 
Or kindly fold him in a ſoft embrace: 3 — 

Ine bridles in the monſters of the deep: 1 
rue bridled monſters awful diſtance keep: FLO "i 
I Forget their! hunger, while they view their prey; _— 
5 And guiltleſs gaze, and round the ſtranger play. 
Did I „ But 
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But Rill ariſe. new wonders; nature's Lord 
Sends forth into the. deep his, pow'rful word, 
Anqd calls the great leviathan: the great 
Leviathan attends in all his-ſtatez; _ 
Exults for joy, and, with a mighty bound, 
Makes the ſea ſhake, and heav'n aud earth reſound; 
Blackens - the waters with:the rifing ſand, 
And drives vaſt billows to the diſtant land. 
As yawns an earthquake, when impriſon'd air 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare, 
The whale expands his jaws' enormous ſize 
The prophet views the cavern with ſurprize; 
Meaſures his monſtrous teeth, afar deſcry'd, 
And rolls his wond' ring eyes from ſide to fide: | 
Then takes poſſeſſion of the ſpacious ſeat, FO » 
And ſails ſecure-within the dark. retreat. 4 
Now is he pleas'd the northern blaſt to hear, 
And hangs. on liquid mountains, void - of fear; 
Or falls immers'd into the depths below.. 
Where the dead ſilent waters never flow; 
Jo the foundations of the hills convey'd, N 
Dwells in the ſhelving mountain's dreadful ſhade: | 
Where 1 never reach'd, he draws his breath | . 
And glides ſerenely through-the paths of death. 1 
Io wend'rous days and nights thro' coral groves, 1 
120 Through labyrinths of rocks and ſands, he roves: | 
When the third morning with its level rays 
The mountains gilds, and on the billows Plays, 5 
It ſees the king of waters riſe and pour PR 
His facred gueſt uninjur'd on the ſhore: 
A type of that great bleſſing, which the muſe 
In her next labour ardently purſues. 
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— -We e hope, that the departed will ri * again from. 
the duft : after whichy like the gear, * will be 


immortal. 
hy 1 OW Man awakes, and from his ſilent bed, 
= | Where he has ſlept for ages, lifts his head: 
es Shakes off the ſlumber of ten thouſand years, 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 
Whate'er the bold, the raſh, adventure coſt, 
lsa wide ErERNITYI dare be loſt. ; : 
The muſe is wont in narrow bounds to ang, 
To teach the ſwain, or celebrate the. king. e 


I graſp the whole, no more to parts confin'd, , R 
| Tlift my voice, and fing to human bind: 


I} Ling to men and angels; angels join, 
1 14 While ſuch the ! their ſacred ſongs with a mine, 
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30 THE LAST DAT. Book Il. 
Again the trumpet's intermitted ſound 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation round, 


An univerſal concourſe to prepare 


Of all that ever breath'd the vital air: 


In ſome wide field, which active whirlwinds ſweep, 
Drive cities, foreſts, mountains, to the deep, 


To ſmooth and levgthen out th unbounded pace, | 


And ſpread an area for all human race. 


Now monuments prove faithful to their truſt, 


: And render back their long committed duſt. 
Nou charnels rattle; ſcatter'd limbs, and all 
Ihe various bones, obfequions to the call, 
Self- mov'd, advance; the neck perhaps to meet 


The Aan head; the diſtant legs the feet. 
Dreadful to view, ſee through the duſky ſæy 
Fragments of bodies in confuſion fly, ® < 


| To diſtant regions journeying, there to claim 
Deſerted numbers, and complete the frame. 
When the world bow'd to Rome's almighty ſword, 


* bow'd to POM PE, and confeſs'd her lord. 
| Yet one day loſt this deity below 


| Became the ſcorn and pity of his foe. 
lis blood a traitor's ſacrifice was made, TW 4 

And ſmok'd indignant on a ruffian's blade. 

No trumpet's ſound, no gaſping army's yell, 
Bid, with due horror, his great fout farewel. 
Obſcure his fall! all welt'ring in his gore, 

Ilis trunk was caſt to periſh on the ſnore! 

While Julius frown'd the bloody monſter head, 
Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 
This ſever'd head and trunk ſhall join once more, 

Though realms now rife between, and oceans roar. | 

The trumpet's ſound each fragrant mote ſhall hear, . 


Or fix'd 1 in earth, or if atloat | in air, 5 
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Obey the ſignal wafted in the wind, 

And not one ſleeping atom lag behind. 

So ſwarming bees, that on a ſummer's day 
In airy rings, and wild meanders play, 

Charm'd with the brazen ſound, their wand'rings 

„ 

And, gently circling, on a bough deſcend. 

The body thus renew'd, the conſcious ſoul, 
Which has perhaps been flutt'ring near the pole, 
Or midſt the burning planets wond' ring ſtray'd, 

Or hover'd &er where her pale corpſe was laid; 

Or rather coaſted on her final ſtate, _ 

And fear'd or wiſh'd for, her appointed fate; 

This ſoul, returning with a conſtant flame, 

Now weds for ever her immortal frame. 

Life, which ran down before, ſo high is wound, 

The ſprings maintain an everlaſting round. 
Thus a frail model of the work deſign d 

d. Firſt takes a copy of the builder's mind, 

Before the ſtructure firm with laſting oak, 
And marble bowels of the ſolid rock, 
Turns the ſtrong arch, and bids the columns riſe, 

And bear the lofty palace to the {kies; _ 

JF Lhe wrongs of time enabled to ſurpaſs, 

With bars of adamant, and ribs of braſs. 

hat ancient, ſacred, and illuſtrious * dome, 

. Where ſoon or late fair Albion's heroes come, 
From camps, and courts, tho' great, or wiſe, or Juſt, 
To feed the worm, and moulder into duſt; 

That ſolemn manſion of the royal dead, _ 
Where palling ſlaves o'er ſleeping monarchs tread,. 

b Now populous o'erflows: a num'rous race 
K ring kings fill all the extended ſpace: 6. | 
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Awards the crown, and ftiles the greater lord. 
Laabours with man to this his ſecond birth; 
And gilded theatres invade the ſkies, _ 
Nations ſhall wake, whoſe unreſpected bones 
Support the pride of their luxurious ſons. 


The moſt magnificent and coſtly dome 


No ſpot on earth, but has ſupply'd a grave, 


Serene they view, impatient of delay, 
And bleſs the dawn of everlaſting day. 


Here n proſtrate falls; there, frength gives 


Here, lazars ſmile; there, beauty hides her face- 


32 Tur LAST DAY, Boox H. Ml ®: 
A life well ſpent, not the victorious ſword, 


Nor monuments alone, and burial-earth, 


But where gay palaces in pomp ariſe, 


Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 


And human ſkulls the ſpacious. ocean pave. 


All's full of man; and at this . turn, 


The ſwarm fhall iſſue, and thehive ſhall burn. 
Not all at once, nor in like manner, riſe: 
Some lift with pain their flow unwilling eyes: 


Shrink backward from the terror of the light, 
And bleſs the grave, and call for laſting night. 
Others, whoſe long-attempted virtue ſtood 
Fix'd as a rock, and broke the ruſhing flood, 
| Whoſe firm reſolve, nor beauty could melt down, 
Nor raging tyrant from their poſture frown; 
Such, in this day of horrors, ſhall be ſeen 
To face the thunders with a godlike mien; 
The planets drop, their thoughts are fixt above: 
The centre ſhakes, their hearts diſdain to move: 
An earth diſſolving, and a heav'n thrown wide, 


1 
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A yawning gulph, and fiends on every fide, 


place; 


 Corifiats 
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Chriſtiant, and Fews, and Turks, and Pagans ſtand, 
A blended throng, one undiſtinguiſhed band. 
Soine who, perhaps by mutual wounds expir'd;. 
With zeal for their diſtinct perſuaſions fir'd, 
In mutual friendſhip their long ſlumber break, 
And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake. 
But none are fluſh'd with brighter joy, or, warm 
| With juſter confidence, enjoy the ſtorm,. 
Than thoſe, whoſe pious bounties, unconfin'd, 
Have made them public fathers of mankind. 
In that illuſtrious rank, what ihining light 
With ſuch diſtinguiſh'd glory fills my ſight? 
Bend down, my grateful mule, that. homage ſhow, 
Which to ſuch worthies thou art proud to owe. 
Wick HAM! Fox! CHICHLEY! hail, dane 
* names, | | | 
Who to far diſtant times diſpents your beams; 
Beneath your thades, and near your chryſtal ſprings, i 
I firſt preſum'd to touch the trembling ſtrings. 
All hail, thrice honour'd! Twas your great renown 
To bleſs a people, and oblige a crown. 
And now you riſe, eternally to ſhine, 
Eternally to drink the rays divine. 
Indulgent God! Oh how ſhall mortal raiſe 
: His ſoul . to due returns of greatful De 
For bounty ſo profuſe to human kind, 
Thy wond'rous gift of an eternal mind? 5 
pall I, who, fome few years ago, was lefs- 
Than worm, or mite, or ſnadow can expreſs, 
Was Nothing ; ſhall I live, when ev'ry fire 
. And ev'ry ſtar ſhall languiſh and expire! 2 | 
SEE = : we 
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Or, as before the throne of God I ſtand, 

See new worlds rolling from His ſpacious hand, 
Where our adventures ſhall perhaps be taught, 
As we now tell how MichAEIL. ſung or fought? > 

All that has being in full concert join, 


Ihe Judge, deſcending, thunders from afar, 


| Attend, great Ax NA, with religious awe. 
Expect not here the known ſuceeſsful arts 
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When earth's no more, ſhall I ſurvive above, 
And through the radiant files of angels move? 


And celebrate the depths of Love divine! 
But oh | before this bliſsful ſtate, before 
Th' aſpi piring foul this wondrous height can ſoar, 


And all mankind is ſummoned to OTE 
This mighty ſcene I next preſume to drawe 


To win attention, and command our hearts: 


Fiction, be far away; let no machine 
Deſcending here, no fabled God, be ſeen; 
Behold the Gop of Gods indeed deſcend, 
And worlds unnumber'd his approach attend 


Lo, the wide theatre, whofe ample ſpace + 


Muſt entertain the whole of human race, 


At heav'n's all-pow'rful edit is prepar d, 
And fenc'd around with an immortal e 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds, o erflow 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below: 


And ev'ry age, and nation, pours along ; 
Ni u ROD and Bou R BON mingle in the throng: 
Apa ſalutes his youngeſt ſon; no fign 

Of all thoſe ages, which their births dijoin. 9 


How empty learning, and how vain is art, 


But as it mends the life, and guides the heart! 
V hat volumes have been ſwell'd, what time been ſp bent, 
- To fix a hero 8 birth-day, or deſcent : Crt 


That 
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What joy muſt it now yield, what rapture raiſe, 
'To ſee the glorious race of ancient days? 
To greet thoſe worthies, who perhaps have ſtood 
Illuſtrious on record before the flood? 
Alas! a nearer care your ſoul demands. 
CæsAR un- noted in your preſence ſtands. 
_ How vaſt the concourſe? not in number more 
The waves that break on the refounding ſhore, 
The leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove, 
The lamps that gild the ſpangled vaults above: 
Thoſe overwhelming armies, whoſe command 
Said to one empire, Full; another Stand- 
Whoſe rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking dawn 5 
Rouz'd the broad front, and call'd the battle on: 
Great XRRRXES world in arms, proud Cannæ's field, 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yield, 
(Another blow had broke the fates decree, 
And earth had wanted her fourth monarchy ) 
Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramillia's hoſt, 
They All are here, and here they All are loſt: 
Their millions ſwell to be diſcern'd in vain, 
Loſt as a billow in th' unbounded main. 
This echoing voice now rends the yielding air, 
: For judgment, judgment, ſons of men, prepare! 
Earth ſhakes anew; I hear her groans profound; 
And hell through all her trembling realms reſound. 
Whoe'er thou art, thou greateſt pow'r ef earth, 
Bleſt with moſt equal planets at thy birth; 
| Whole valour drew the moſt ſucceſsful ſword, 
Moſt realms united in one common lord; 
Who, on the day of triumph, ſaidſt, Be thine 
The ſkies, JEHOVAH, all this world is mine: 
Dare not to lift thine eye—— Alas my muſe, 
| How art thou loſt? what numbers cantt thou chuſe ? 
Ts ” 
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A FTIR bluſh inflames the waving 1 
And now the crimſon curtains open fly; 0 

Lo! far within, and far above all height, [light, 

Where heav'n's great Sov'reign reigns in worlds of 
Whence nature He informs, and with one ray 
Sbot from his eye, does. all her works ſurvey, 
| Creates, ſupports, confounds! Where time and plece 
Matter, and form, and fortune, life, and grace, 
Wait humhly at the footſtool of their God, 
And move obedient at his awful nod; 

Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets-crawt: 

At random on this air-fuſpended ball.  -_ 
(Speck of creation: ) if he pour one breath, 

The bubble breaks, and tis eternal death. 
hence iſſuing I behold (but mortal fight. 

Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing ſea of light!) 
I ſee, on ap empyreal flying throne 

Sublimely rais'd, Heav'n's everlaſting Sod ;; 
Croun'd with that majeſty; which form'd the world;. 

And the grand rebel flaming downward hurPd.. 

Virtue, dominion, praiſe, omnipotence, _ 

Support the train of their triumphant prince. 

A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light. 
Night ſhades the ſolemn arches of his brows, _ 

And in his cheek the purple morning glows. = 

Where-e'er ſerene, he turns propitious eyes, 

Or we expect, to find, a paradiſe: 

But if reſentment reddens their mild beams, 5 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 

On one hand, knoꝛuledge ſhines in pureſt light MN 
On one, the ſword of juſtice, fiercely bright 

Noro bend the knee in ſport, preſent the reed; 

- New tell the ſcourg'd Impoſtor he ſhall beed!  } 


* 
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Thus glorious thro' the courts of heav'n;'the ſource 
Of life and death eternal bends his courſe; 
Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play; 
Th' angelic hoſt is rang'd in bright array: 
Some touch the ſtring, ſome. ſtrike the founding ſhell, 
And mingling voices in rich concert ſwell; IE 
Voices ſeraphic; bleſt with ſuch a ſtrain, 

Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 

Triumphant King of Gi 0Ky! Soul of Bliſs. 

What a ſtupendous turn of fate is this? 

O! whither art thou rais'd above the ſcorn . 

And indigence of him in Bethlem born; 

A needleſs, helpleſs, unaccounted, gueſt, 

And but a ſecond to the fodder'd beaſt? 

How chang'd from hin, who meekly proſtrate laid, 

Vouchſaf'd to waſh the feet himſelf had made? 

From him who was betray'd, forſook, deny'd, 

Wept, Janguiſh'd, pray d, bled, thirſted, groan'd, and 

Hung pierc'd and. bare, inſulted by the foe, [dy' d; 

All heav'n in tears above, earth unconcern'd below 3 3 

And was't enough to bid the Sun retire? 
Why did not. Nature at thy groan expire? 
Lice, I hear, 1 feel, the pangs fivines . 


_ Miſtaken G Ah! which 8 
Thou, or thy pris ner? which ſhall be condemn'd? 
Well might'ſt thou rend thy garments, well exclain. 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame! 
But God js good | * Tis wond'rous all! Ev n He. 
Thou gav'ſt to death, ſhame, torture, dy'd for Thee. 

| Now tbe deſcending triumph ſtops its 1 55 ED 
From earth full twice a planetary height. 

There all the clouds condens'd, two columns raiſe. 


Diltin& with orient veins, and golden blaze. . 
1 | One 


One fix'd on earth, and one in ſea, and yound 


Its ample foot the ſwelling billows ſound. 


Theſe an immeaſurable arch ſupport, 
The grand tribunal of this awful court. 


Sheets of bright azure, from the pureſt ſky, 

Stream fromthechryſtal arch, and round the columns fly. 
Death, wrapt in chains, low at the baſis lies, 
And on the point of his own arrow dies. 


Here high enthron'd th' eternal Judge is oct, 


5 With all the grandeur of his Godhead grac'd; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet, 
And the ſun burns beneath his awful feet. 


Now an archangel eminently bright; 
From off his filver ſtaff of wondrous height, 
Unfurls the Chriſtian flag, which-waving flies, 


And ſhuts and opens more than half the ſkies: 
The Croſs ſo ſtrong a red, it ſheds a ſtain, 
Where: e' er it floats, on earth, and air, and main 5 
Fluſhes the hill, and ſets on fire the wood, 


And turns the deep-dy'd ocean into blood. 
Oh formidable GLoR Y! dreadful bright! 
Refulge nt torture to the guilty ſight. 


Ah turn, unwary muſe, nor dare reveal 


What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 


Say not, (to make the Sun ſhrink in his beam.) 
Dare not affirm, they wiſh it all a dream; 
With, or their ſouls may with their limbs decays: 

Or Gop be ſpoil'd of his eternal ſway. 

But rather, if thou know'ſt the means, unfold. 

How they with tranſport might the ſcene behold. 


Ah how! but by Repentance, by a mind 


Quick, and ſevere its own offence to find! 


By tears, and groans, and never- ceaſing care, 
And all the den violence of Pray'r? TE 


| Thus || 
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Thus then, with fervengy till now unknown, 
I caſt my heart before th' eternal throne, 
In this great temple, which the kites ſurround, 
For homage to its Lord, a narrow bound, 
«0 Thou! whoſe balance does the mountains weigh, 
fly. MW « Whoſe will the wild tumultuous ſeas obey, 
Ni « Whoſe breath can turn thoſe watry worlds to flame, 
4.'hat flame to tempeſt, and that tempeſt tame; 
« Earth's meaneſt fon, all trembling, proſtrate falls, 
« And on the boundlels of thy goodnets cals. 
„Oh! give the winds all paſt offence to iw cep, 
« To ſcatter wide, or bury in the deep: 
« ihy pow'r, my. weakneſe, may I ever. foe. 
« And wholly dedicate my ſoul to Thee: Aves 
„Reign o'er my will; my paſſions ebb and flow: 
« At thy command, nor human motive know !: 
« If anger boil, let anger be my praiſe, 
And ſin the graceful indignation. raiſe. 
My love be warm to ſuccour the diftreſs'd;. 
« And lift the burden from the ſoul wh d.. 
Oh may my. underſtanding ever read 
This glorious. volume, which Thy wiſdom made!” 85 
« Who decks the maiden Spring with flow'ry pride? 
« Who calls forth Summer, like a ſparkling bride? 
Who joys the mother Autumn's. bed to crown? 
And bids.old: Winter lay her honours down? 
Not the Great Or Tou, or Greater Czar, 
Not Europe's arbitreſs of peace and war. 95 
1 « May ſea and land, and earth and heav'n be join d 
| © To bring th' eternal Author to my mind! 
| © When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 
May thouglits of Thy dread vengeance ſhake my ſoull 
When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly ine, 
Mu Adore, my heart, che MaJesTY Divine! 5 
. 5 « Thro? 


* 
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« Thro' ev'ry ſcene of life, or peace, or war, 

66 Plenty, or want, Thy glory be my care! 

„ Shine we in arms? or ſing beneath our vine ? 

* Thine is the vintage, and the conqueſt Thine : _ 

« Thy pleaſure points the ſhaft, and bends the bow; 

4 The cluſter blaſts, or bids it brightly glow: 

6 Tis thou that lead'ſt our pow'rful armies forth, 


« And giv'ſt Great Anne Thy ſceptre o'er the north. 


« Grant I may ever, at the Morning- Ray, 
* open with Pray'r the conſecrated day; 
© Tune Thy great praiſe, and bid my ſoul ariſe, 
e And with the mounting ſun aſcend the ſkies ; . 
As that advances, let my zeal improve, 
er And glow with ardour of conſummate love; , 
Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the Setting Sun 
_ «. My endleſs worſhip ſhall be ſtill. begun. 
„ And, oh! permit the gloom of ſolemn night 
. « To 2850 thought may forcibly invite. 
When this world's ſhut, and awful planets riſe, . 
Call on our minds, and raiſe them to the ſkies; 
. Compoſe our ſouls with a leſs dazzling Lohnt, 
« And ſhew all nature in a milder light; 
How every boiſterous thought! in calms ſubſides ! 
* How the ſmooth'd ſpirit into goodnefs g glides | 
„ O how divine! to-tread the milky way, 
To the bright palace of the Lord of day; 
_ « His court admire, or for his favour ſue, 
Or leagues of friendſhip with His ſaints renew; 


8 6 Pleas'd to look down, and ſee the World alleep, . 


While I long vigils to its Founder keep! 
© Can'ſt thou not ſhake the centre? Oh controul © 

« Subdue by force, the rebel in my foul: _ 

Thou, who canſt ſtill the raging of the good, 

64 Reſtrain the various tumults of my blood; 


«Teac | 
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« Teach me, with equal firmneſs, to ſuſtain: 

« Alluring pleaſure, and aſlaulting pain. 

«0 may I pant for Thee in each deſire ! 

« And with ſtrong faith foment the holy fire ! 
«Stretch out my ſoul in hope, and graſp the prizes 
« Which in Zzernity's deep boſom lies! 

At the Great Day of recompence behold, 

« Devoid of fear, the fatal Book unfold, 

© "Then wafted upwards to the bliſsful ſeat, 

« From age to age, my grateful ſong repeat; 

« My Light, my Life, my Gop, my Saviour ſee, 
(s And rival angels! in the praiſe of THEE. yp 
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II Et book e the reißt ent feat 
Of ſaints and angels; the tremgndous au 
of guilty ſouls; the gloomy realms of woe; 
And all the horrors of the world below; 
I next preſume to ſing: What yet remains 
_ Demands my laſt, but moſt exalted ſtrains. 
And let the {ſe or now affect the ſky, 
Or in inglorious ſhades for ever lie. 
She kiridles, ſhe's inflam'd ſo near the coal; 
She mounts, ſhe gains upon the ſtarry pole; 
The world grows leſs as ſhe purſues her dight,. 
And the ſun darkens to her diſtant fight. 
Heav'n op'ning, all its ſacred pomp diſplays, 


And over whelms her with the ruſhing blaze! 


The triumph rings! archangels ſhout around! 


And. echoing nature lengthens out the ſound ! 


Ten | 


f 


Ti. 
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Ten thouſand trumpets now at once advance; 
Now deepett ſilence lulls the vaſt expanſe ; 


80 deep the ſilence, and ſo ſtrong the blaſt, 


As nature dy'd, when ſhe had groan'd her laſt. 
Nor man, nor angel, moves; the Judge on high. 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the (ky: - 


Then on the fatal book his hand he lays, 


Which high to view ſupporting ſeraphs raiſe z 
In ſolemn form the rituals are prepar'd, 
The ſeal is broken, and a groan is heard. 

And thou, my ſoul, (oh fall to ſudden pray 'r, 


And let the thought ſink deep!) ſhalt thou be there? 


See on the left (for by the great command 
The throng divided falls on either hand 3 


How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obſcene, 


What more than death in ev'ry face and mien * 


With what diſtreſs, and glarings of affright, 


They ſhock the heart, and turn away the fight? 


In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-balls roll, 
And tell the horrid ſecrets of the ſoul. 
Each geſture mourns, each look is black with care, 5 


And ev'ry groan is loaden with deſpair. 


| Reader, if guilty, ſpare the muſe, and find | 


A truer image pictur'd in thy mind. | | 
Should'ſt thou behold thy brother, father, vile, 
And all the ſoft companions of thy life, 


| Whoſe blended int'reſts levelPd at one aim, 


Whoſe mix'd deſires ſent up one common flame, 


8 Divided far; thy wretched Self alone 
Caſt on the left, of all whom thou haſt known; ; 


How would it wound? What millions would'ſt thou 
pive-.-- 


For One more trial, One n more e day to ö live? OED 
„ | | Flung 


An. 
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Flung back in time an hour, a moment's ſp ny: 

To graſp with eagerneſs-the means of Grace; 
Contend for mercy with a pious rage, 
And in that moment to redeem an age ? 
Drive back the tide, ſuſpend a ſtorm in air, 
Arreſt the Sun, but ſtill of his deſpair. 
Mark, on the right, how amiable a grace! 

Their Maker's image freſh in ev'ry face! 
Wbat purple bloom my raviſh'd ſoul admires,, 
And their eyes ſparkling with immortal fires! 
Triumphant beauty.! charms that riſe above 
This world, and in bleſt angels kindle love! 
To the Great Judge with holy. pride they turn, 
And dare behold th' Almighty's anger burn; 

Its flaſh ſuſtain, againſt its terrors riſe, | 
And on tHe dread tribunal fix their eyes. 


Are theſe the forms that moulder'd in the duſt? 
Oh the tranſcendent glory of the juſt.!- 


Yet ſtill ſome thin remains of fear and doubt, 
Th' infected brightneſs of their joy pollute 
Thus the chaſte bridegroom, when the prieſt draws: 
Beholds his bleſſing with a.trembling eye, [nigh,, 
Feels doubtful paſſions throb in every veim, 
And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain, 
Leſt ſtill ſome intervening chance ſhould riſe, 
Leap forth at once, and ſnatch the golden prize; 
Inflame his woe, by bringing it ſo late, 

And ſtab him. m the criſis of his fate. 
Since Apaw's family, from firſt to laſt, 
| Now into one diſtin& ſurvey is caſt: 
| Look round, vain-glorious muſe, and you hoe er 
Devote yourſelves to fame, and think her fair, 
Look round, and ſeek the lights of human race, 
— ng: acts time's brighteſt annals grace ; 


Who! 
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3 
Who founded ſects; crowns conquer d, or reli ign'd; 
Gave names to nations; or fam'd empires join'd; 
Who rais'd the-vale, and laid the mountain low; 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow: 
Who with vaſt fleets, as with a mighty chain, 
Could bind the madneſs of-the roaring main: 
All loſt? all undiſtinguiſh'd ? no-where found? 
How will this truth in Bov x BoN's palace ſound? 
That hour, on which th' Almighty King on high 
From all eternity has fix'd his eye, 
Whether his right-hand favour'd, or annoy'd, 
Continu'd, alter'd, threaten'd, or deſtroy'd ; 
Southern or eaſtern ſceptre downward hurl'd, 
Gave north or weſt dominion o'er the world; 
The point of time, for which the world was built, 
For which the blood of God himſelf was ſpilt, 
That dreadful moment is arriv'd, 
Allaſt, the ſeats of bliſs their pomp dif, play 
Brighter than brightneſs, this diſtinguiſh'd 71 
Leeſs glorious, when of old'th' eternal Son 
From realms of night retarn'd with trophies won: 
Thro' heav'n's high gates, when he triumphant rode, 
And ſhouting angels haild the Victor God. 
Horrors, beneath, darkneſs in darkneſs, hell 
Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell; 
A furnace formidable, deep, and wide, 
O'er-boiling with a mad ſulphureous tide, 
Expands its jaws, moſt dreadful to ſurvey, 
And roars outrageous for the deftin'd prey. 
The ſons of light, ſcarce unappall'd, look down, 
And nearer preſs heav'n's everlaſting throne. 
Bauch is the ſcene; and one ſhort moment's ſpace 
Y Concludes the hopes: and fears of humaner race. 
S 1 Ls Proceed 
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Proceed who dares!——T tremble as I write; ; 
The whole creation ſwims before my light: 

I ſee, I fee, the Judge's frowning brow; ; 

Say not, 'tis diſtant; I behold it now; 


1 faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, 
My ſoul recoils at the ſtupendous wo; 


That wo, thoſe pangs, which from the guilty breaſt 


In theſe, or words like theſe, ſhall be expreſt. 


Who burſt the barriers of peaceful grave? 


: 00 Ahl cruel death, that would no longer ſave, 
„Rut grudg'd me &en that narrow dark abode, 
« And caſt me out into the wrath of God; 

c Where ſhrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling chain, 

„And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 


Our oaly ſong; black fire's malignant light, 


„ The ſole refreſhment of the blaſted fight. 
* Muſt all thoſe pow'rs, heav'n gave me to ſupply 
„ My ſoul wtth pleaſure, and bring! in my joy, 
* Riſe up in arms againſt me, join the foe, 

e Senſe, reaſon, memory, increaſe my wo? 

e And ſhall my voice, ordain' d on brains to dwell, 
4 Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell? 5 
« Oh! muſt I look with terror on my gain, 
« And with ex: eftence only meaſure pain? 
% What! no reprieve, no leaſt indulgence giv 'n, 
No beam of hope, from any point of heav'n? 
% Ah Mercy! Mercy! art thou dead above? 
„Is Love extinguiſh'd i in the Source of Love? 


Bold that Iam, did heav'n ſtoop down 0 hell? 


( Thy expiring Lord of life my ranſom ſeal ? 
« Have I not been induſtrious to provoke * 
«& From his embraces obſtinately broke? | 
cc Purſu'd, and panted for his mortal bate, FL 
& ' Earn'd my deſtruction, labour'd out my fate? 


60 „And 


n, 


« And dare I on extinguiſh'd Love exclame? 
„. Take, take full vengeance, rouze the flack'ning 


« flame; 

60 Juſt! is my lot but oh! muſt it trauſcend 

« The reach of time, deſpair a diſtant end? 

« With dreadful growth ſhodt forward, and ariſe, 
6c Where thought can't follow, and bold fancy dies 


« NE. ER! where falls the foul at that dread 


« ſound ? 


+: Ce. Down an abyſs how dark, and " profound? 


« Down, down, (I ſtill am falling, horrid pain!) 
« Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms ſtill remain; 


« My plunge but ſtill begun — And this for lin? 


« Could I offend, if I had never been, 

&« But (till increas'd the ſenſeleſs happy maſs 

« Flow'd in the ſtream, or ſhiver'd in the graſs 
« Father of mercies! why from ſilent earth 

«© PDidſt thou awake, and curſe me into birth! 

& Tear me from quiet, raviſh me from _ 


« And makea thankleſs preſent of thy light? 


« Puſh into being a reverſe of thee, 
% And animate a clod with miſery? 


The beaſts are happy; they come forth, and keep - 
% Short watch on earth, and then lie down to ſleep. 
« Pain is for man; and oh! how vaſt a pain? 

« For crimes, which made the Godhead bleed in vain * Þ 


% Annutt'd his groans, as far as in them lay, 


And flung his agonies, and death away? 
As our dire puniſhment for every ſtrong, 
Our conſtitution too for ever young. _ 


| © Curgd with returns of vigour {till the ſame 
« Pow'rful to bear, and latisfy the flame: 


„Still to be caught, and ſtill to be purſu'd! 
40 periſh till, and ſtill to be renew'd ! 
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. And this, My Help. My God! at thy decree? 


ec Nature is chang'd, and Hell ſhould ſuccour me. 
« And canſt Thou then look down from perfect bleſs 
„And ſee me plunging in the dark abyſs? 


4 Calling Thee Father, in a ſea of fire? 
4% Or pouring blaſphemies at Thy defire ? 


£ With mortals anguith wilt Thou raiſe Thy name, . 


„And by my pangs omnipotence proclaim? 
« Thou, who canft toſs the planets to and fro, 


Contract not Thy great vengeance to my woe; 
_ < Cruſh worlds; in hotter flames falln angels lay; 


On me Almighty wrath is caſt away. 


Call back Thy thunders, Lord, hold in Thy rage, 


« Nor with a ſpeck of wretchedneſs engage: 


40 Forget me quite, nor ſtoop a worm to blame; 


“But lofe me in the greatneſs of 'Thy name. 


Thou art all Love, all Mercy, all Divine, 

„ And ſhall I make thoſe glories ceaſe to ſhine? 
„ Shall finful man grow great by his offence, 

And from its courſe turn back Omnipotence ? 
„ Forbid it! and oh! grant, Great God, at leaſt | 


« This one, this ſlender, almoſt u requeſt ; 


„ When I have wept a thouſand lives away, 
„When torment is grown weary of its prey, 
„ When H have rav'd ten thouſand years in fire, 

ce Ten thouſand thouſand, let me then expire.” 
Deep anguiſh ! but too late: the hopeleſs foul 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool, 


Though loth, and ever loud blaſpheming, owns 


He's juſtly doom'd to pour eternal groans; | 
Enclos'd with horrors, and transfix'd with pain, . 


Rolling in vengeance, ſtruggling with his chain: 3 


Jo talk to fiery tempeſts; ; to implore 


The raging flame to give its burnings o'er 3 


To | 
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To toſs, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, 
And bear the weight of an offended Gon. 

The favour'd of their Judge, in triumph move 
To take poTeMion of their thrones above; 
Satan's accurs'd deſertion to ſupply, 

And fill the vacant ſtations of the ſky; 
Again to kindle long extinguiſh'd rays, 


And with new lights dilate the heav'nly blaze; 


To crop the roſes of immortal youth, 

And drink the fountain-head of ſacred truth; 

To ſwim in ſeas of bliſs, to ſtrike the Aring, 

And lift the voice to their Almighty KING 5 = 

To loſe eternity in grateful lays, _ 

And fill heav'n's wide circumference with praiſe, 
But I attempt the wond'rous wap: chris vain, - 

And leave unfiniſh'd the too lofty ſtrain J 


What boldly [ begin, let others end; 


My ſtrength exhauſted, fainting I deſcend, 
And chuſe a leſs, but no ignoble theme, 
Diſſolving elements, and worlds, in flame. 

The fatal period, the great hour, is come, 
And nature ſhrinks at her approaching doom; 
Loud peals of thunder give the ſign, and all 
Heav'n's terrors in array ſurround the ball; 

Sharp lightnings with the meteors blaze conſpire, 
And, darted downward, ſet the world on fire; 
Black riſing clouds the thicken'd ether choke, 


And ſpiry flames dart through the rolling ſmoke, 


With keen vibrations cut the ſullen night, 


And ſtrike the darken'd ſky with dreadful light; : 


From heav'n's four regions, with immortal force, 
Angels drive on the wind's impetuous courſe, 


I' enrage the flame: It ſpreads, it ſoars on high, #9 


Swells i in the ſtorm, and bellows through : the ſky: 
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Here winding pyramids of fire aſcend, 

Cities and defarts in one ruin blend; 

Here blazing volumes wafted, overwhelm 

The ſpacious face of a far diſtant realm; 

There, undermin'd, down ruth cternal hills, 

The neighb'ring vales the vaſt deſtruction fills, 
Hear'ſt thou that dreadful crack : 7 that ſound which 

broke 

Like peals of thunder, and thi centre tes 

What wonders muſt that groan of nature tell? 

Olympus there, and mightier Atlas, fell; 

W hich ſeem'd above the reach of fate to ſtand, 

A tow'ring monument of God's right hand, 


C'er ſhelter'd countries its diffuſive ſhade. 

Shew me that celebrated ſpot, where all 
The various rulers of the ſever'd ball 
Have humbly ſought wealth, honour, Re redreſs, 
That land which heav'n ſeem'd diligent to bleſs, 
Once call'd Britannia': Can her glories end? 
And can't ſurrounding ſeas her realms defend? 
Alas! in flames behold ſurrounding ſeas! 
Like oil, their waters but augment the blaze. 
Some angel ſay, Where ran proud 4jia's bound? 
Or where with fruits was ſair Eurcpa crown'd? 


Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore? 
Fach loſt in each, their mingling kingdoms glow, 

And all diſſolv'd, one fiery deluge flow: 

Thus earth's contending monarchies are join'd, 

And a full period of ambition find. _ 1 8 

And now whate'er or ſwims, or walks, or flies, 5 

| Inhabitants of ſea, or earth, or Kies; 3 
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Now duſt and ſmoke, whoſe brow, ſo lately, ſpread | 


| Where ſtretch'd waſte Lybia? Where did India's for 
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All on whom ADA u's wiſdom fix'd a name, 
all plunge, and periſh in the conqu'ring flame. 
| This globe alone would but defraud the fire, 
Starre its devouring rage: the flakes aſpire, 
And catch the clouds, and make the heay' ns their 
prey; 
The ſun, the moon, the fans, all melt away; 
All, all is loſt; no monument, no ſign, 
Where once fo proudly blaz d the gay machine. 
So bubbles on the foaming ſtream expire, 
8o ſparks that ſcatter from the kindling fire; 
The devaſtations of One dreadful hour 
Nrzne Great Creator's Six days work devour. 
ad A mighty, mighty ruin yet One /ou/ 
as more to boaſt, and far outweighs the wholez 
Exalted in ſuperior excellence, 
Caſts down to nothing, ſuch a vaſt expence. 
I Have you not ſeen th? eternal mountains nod, 
An earth diſſolving, a deſcending God ? 
What ſtrange ſurprizes through all nature ran! ? 
For whom hls revolutions, but for Man? 
For him, Omnipotence new meaſures tak es, 
For him, through all eternity, awakes; 
Pours on him gifts ſufficient to ſupply  _ 
I Heav'n's lofs, and with freſh glories fill the ſky. 
ore Think deeply then, O Man, how great thou art; 

I Pay thyſelf homage with a trembling heart; q 
What angels guard, no longer dare neglect, — 
 dlighting thyſelf, affront not God's reſpect. i j 

Enter the facred temple of thy breaſt, 
And gaze, and wander there, a ravith'd gueſt; 
Gaze on thoſe hidden treaſures thon ſhalt find, 
Wander through all the glories of thy min. 
** 8 _— of 
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Of perfect knowlegde, ſee, the dawning light 
Fortels a noon moſt exquiſitely bright! 

Here, ſprings of endleſs joy are breaking forth! 
There, buds the promiſe of celeſtial worth! 
Worth, which muſt ripen in a happier clime, 

And brighter Su, beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou, Minor, canſt not gueſs thy vaſt eſtate, 

What ſtores, on foreign coaſts thy landing wait; 

Loſe not thy claim, let virtue's path be trod; 

Thus glad all heav'n, and 8 that bounteou 
GOD, --.-: 
Who, to light thee to entree, hung on bigh 

Yon radiant orb, proud repent of the ſky ; 

That ſervice done, its beams ſhall fade away, 

And Gop ſhine forth in one Eternal Davy. 
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| While Anna reigns, and ſets a female name 


FORCE Or RELIGION; 


o R, 


VANQUIS 3YED LOVE. 


„„ Ov 


Al cælum ardentia ſumina tollens, 
Lumina; ; nam teneras arcebant vincula en 
. Vins. 


3 F R 0) M lofty PETS from choughts that ſoar” ry 
0 on high, 
And open'd wond'rous ſcenes above the ky, 
My muſe deſcend : Indulge my fond defire ; 
With ſofter thoughts my melting ſoul inſpire, 
And ſmooth my awakens to a female's prailez ; 
A partial world will liſten to my lays, 


. : 


Unrival'd in the glorious liſts of fame. DF | 
Hear, ye fair daughters of this happy land, „„ l 

VW boſe radiant eyes the vanquiſh'd world command, | 
C 4 | Fu 7 eiu 5 ö 
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Ere Or mon, or her glorious QUEEN, was born: 
And haughty Do DLE x's bold ambition faibd, 


In blooming youth adorn'd with every grace; 
Who gain d a crown by treaſon not her own, 
And innocently fill'd another's throne 
IIurl'd from the ſummit of imperial ſtate, 
With edo mind ſuſtain'd the ſtroke of fate. 


With manly reaſon fortify his heart: 

At once ſhe longs, and is afraid, to know 

Now ſwift the moves, and now 1 flows 
To find her lord; and, finding, paſſes by, 
Silent with fear, nor dares ſhe meet his eye; 

' Left that, upaſk'd, in ipcecbleſs grief, diſcloſe | 


What far outſhines a crown, we ſtill may boaſt; 
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Virtue is Beauty : But when charms of mind 
With elegance of outward form are join'd ; 

When j9uth makes ſuch bright objects ſtill more bright, 1“ 


And fortune ſets them in the ſtrongeſt light; * 
Tis all of heav'n that we below may view,  _ 


And all, but Adoration, is your due. = tn 


Fam' 4 female virtue did this iſle adorn, 
When now Maria's pow'rful arms prevail'd, 


The beauteous daughter of great SUrFOLK's race, 


But how will Gu Lok p, her far dearer Part, 


The mournful ſecret of his inward woes. 


— Thus, after ſickneſs, doubtful of her face, 
The melancholy virgin ſhuns the glaſs. 


At length, with troubled thought, but look ſerene, 1 


And ſorrov ſoften'd by her heav'nly mien, 
She claſps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young, | 


While tender accents melt upon her tongue; 


Gentle, and ſweet, as vernal Zephyr blows, 
' Fanning the lily, or the blooming roſe. 


_ © Grieve not, my lord; a crown indeed is loſt; 


ght; 


Y 
* 
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« A mind compos'd; a mind that can Ain 
« A fruitleſs ſorrow for a loſs ſo vain. 


Nothing is loſs that virtue can improve 


« To wealth eternal. and return above; 
« Above, where no diſtinction ſhall be known 


«Twixt him whom ſtorms have ſhaken from a throne, 
« And him, who, baſking in the ſmiles of fate, 


« Shone forth in all the ſplendor of the great; 
Nor can I find the difPirence here below; 
« | lately was a Queen; I ſtill am fo, 


« While GuiL FokD's Wife: Thee rather I obey. 


« Than o'er mankind extend imperial ſway. 
When we lie down. in ſome obſcure retreat, 
e Incens'd Mak 1A may her rage forget; 

« And I to death my duty will improve, 


© And what you miſs in empire, add in love 


„ Your godlike ſoul is open'd in your look, 


&« And I have faintly your great meaning f. FOR 


« For this alone I'm pleas'd I wore the crown, 
« To find with what content we lay it down. 


« Heroes may win, but 'tis a heav'nly race 
3 


4 Can quit a throne with a becoming grace.“ 
Thus ſpoke the faireſt of her ſex, and cheer'd 
Her drooping lord; whole boding boſom fear'd 


A darker cloud of ills would burſt, and ſhed. 
Severer vengeance on her guiltleſs head; 


Too juſt, alas, the terrors which he felt! 


For, lo! a guard! Forgive him, if he melt 


How tharp her-pangs, when ſever'd from his fide, 


The moſt ſincerely lov'd, and loving bride, 

In ſpace confin'd, the muſe forbears to tell ; 
Deep was her anguiſh, but ſhe bore it well. 
His pain was equal, but his virtue leſs; 

He thought in grief there could be no exceſs. 


Cc . . benfre 
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Penſive he fat, o' ercaſt with gloomy care, 

And often fondly claſp'd his abſent fair; 

Now, lent, wander'd through his rooms of ſtate, N 

And ſicken'd at the pomp, and tax'd his fate; 

Which thus adorn'd, in all her ſhining ſtore, ; 
A ſplendid wretch, magnificently poor. | 

Now an the bridal-bed his eyes were caſt, 

And anguiſh fed on his enjoyments paſt; 

| Each recollected pleaſure made him ſmart, 

And ev'ry tranſport ſtabb'd him to the heart. 

That happy moon, whieh ſummon'd to delight, 

That moon which ſhone on his dear nuptial night, 

Which ſaw him fold her yet untaſted charms 

(Deny'd to princes) in his longing arms; 

| Now ſees the tranſient bleſſing fleet away, 

Empire and Love! the viſion of a day. 

Thus, in the Britifh clime, a ſummer-ſtorm 

Will oft the ſmiling face of heav'n deform; J 

The winds with violence at onee deſcend, 

Sweep flow'rs and fruits, and make the foreſt bend; 


— . ſudden winter, while the ſun is near, 


C'ercomes the ſeaſon, and inverts the year. 
But whither is the captive borne away, 

The beauteous captive, from the cheerful day? 
The ſcene is chang'd indeed; before her eyes 
 Uli-boding looks and unknown horrors riſe: 
For pomp and ſplendor, for her guard and crown, 
A gloonf} dungeon, and a Keeper's frown: 

Black thoughts, each morn invade the Lover 8 breaſt | 
Each Night, a ruffian locks the Queen to reſt. 
Ah mournſuf change, if judg'd by vulgar minds! 
But Surrolk's daughter its 3 finds. 
Religions force divine is beſt diſplay'd 
| In deep deſertion of all human aid; 


WY 


5 
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To ſacconr in extremes, is her delight, 
And cheer the heart, when terror ſtrikes the ſight, 
We, diſbelieving our own ſenſes, gare, 

And wonder what a mortal's heart can raiſe 
To triumph o'er misfortunes, ſmile in grief : 

And comfort thoſe who come to bring relief: 
We gaze; and as we gaze, wealth, fame, decay, 
And all the world's vain glories fade away. 
Againſt her cares ſhe rais'd a dauntleſs mind, 

And with an ardent heart, but moſt relign'd, 
D-ep in the dreadful gloom, with pious heat. 
Amid the ſilence of her dark retreat, 

Aldreſs'd her God—® Almighty Pow'r Divine! 
; Lis thine to raiſe, and to depreſs, is Thine; 
ith honour to light up the name unknown, 
« Or to put. out the luſtre of a throne. 
« In my thort {pan both fortunes I have prov'd, 


Lg 


— 


« And though with ul, frail nature will be moy ye 
C 


* 


l bear it well : (09 ſtrengthen me to bear 0 


« Ay if my piety may claim thy. care; 


6 


K 


if remember d, in youth $ giddy heat, 


und tumult of a court, a Future State; 
0 favour, when thy mercy I implore 


« For o who never guilty ſceptre bore! 


„was I receiv'd the crown; my lord is free; wy 


n muſt all, let vengeance fall on me. 
. 40 


Let him ſurvive, his country's name to raiſ e, 5 
And in. a guilty land to ſpeak. Phy praiſes 


60 


«0 may th' indulgence of a father's love, 


« Pour'd forth on me, be doubled. from above! 1 

« If theſe are ſafe, I'll think my pray'rs ſucceed, _ 

« And bleſs thy tender mercies, whilſt I bleed.” 
Twas now the mournful eve before that day 


In which the quart. to o her full wrath gave Way 3 ; 


c 6 ET Vhrough: 


The buly trades in city had began 


Our ſpouſeleſs bride, our widow'd wife, awakes; 


5 She turns her ſide, and ſoon reſumes a ſtate 
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'Fhrovgh rigid juſtice, ruſh'd into offence, 
And drank in zeal the blood of innocence: 
The fun went cown in clouds, and ſeem'd 1 to mourn 
The fad neceſſity of his return 
The hollow wind, and melancholy rain, 
Or did, or was imagin'd to, complainz 
The tapers caſt an inauſpicious light; 
Stars there were none, and doubly dark the night. 
Sueet innocence in chains can take her reſt; 
Soft ſlumber gently creeping through her breaſt, 
She links; and in her fleep is re-inthron'd, 
Mock'd by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown'd. 
She views her fleets and armies, ſeas and land, 
And ſtretches. wide her ſhadow of command: 
With royal purple is her viſion hung; 
f By phantom hoſts are ſhouts of e rung; 7 
| Low at her feet the ſuppliant rival lies; 2 
Our priſoner mourns her fate, and bids her 1 
No level beams upon the waters play'd, 
-Glane'd on the hills, and weſtward caſt the ſhade ; ; 


'Yo ſound, and ſpeak the painful life of man. 
In tyrants breaſts the thoughts of vengeance rouze, 
And the fond bridgroom turns-him to his ſpoute. 
At this firſt birth of light, while morning breaks, 


Awakes, and ſmiles ; nor night's impoſture blames z 
Her real pomps weve little more than dreams; 
2 ſhort-liv'd blaze, a light'ning quickly ver, 
That dy'd in birth, that ſhone, and were no more: 


Of mind, well ſuited to her alter'd fate, 
Serene, though ſerious; when dread tidings come 
: (ab wretched Gu ILFORD!) of her inſtant doom. 
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gun, hide thy beams; in clouds as black as night 
Thy face involve; be guiltleſs of the fight; 

Or. haſte more ſwiftly to the weſtern main; 
Nor let her blood the conſcious day-light ſtain! 
Oh! how fevere! to fall ſo new a bride: 
Yer bluſhing from the prieſt, in youthful pride; 
When time had juſt matur'd each perfect grace, 

And open'd all the wonders of her face! 

To leave her GUILFokD dead to all relief, 

Fond of his wo, and obſtinate in grief. 
Unhappy fair! whatever fancy drew, 
(Vain promis'd bleflings) vanith from her view; 
No train of cheerful days, endearing nights, 
No ſweet domeſtic joys, and chaſte delights; 
Pleaſures that bloſſom een from doubts and fears 
And bliſs and rapture riſing out of cares: 

No little GurLFoRD, with paternal grace, 

Lull'd on her knee, or ſmiling in her face; 
Who, when her deareſt father thall return, 
From pouring tears on her untimely urn, 
Might comfort to his ſilver-hairs impart, 

And fill her place in his indulgent heart: 5 
As where fruits fall, quick-riſing blofſoms ſmile;, 
And the bleſs'd Indian of his care beguile. 

In vain theſe various reaſons jointly preſs, 
To blacken death, and heighten her dutreſs; 
She, through th encircling terrors, darts her light 
To the blet$2 regions of eternal light, 
And fills her ſoul with peace: Lo weeping friends. 
Her father, and her lord, the recommends ; | 
| Unmov'd herſelf: Her foes her air ſurvey, 
And rage to ſee their malice thrown away. 
She ſoars; now nought on earth detains her care— 
But GuiLeorD; who {till ttrugyles for bis are. 


Falls fondly back, and kindles into love: 
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Still will his form importunately riſe, 
Clog and retard her tranſport to the tkies ;. 
As trembling flames now take a feeble flight, 
Now catch. the brand with a returning light, 
Thus her ſoul onward from the ſeats above, 


At length ſhe conquers in the doubtful field; 
That Heav'n ſhe ſeeks will be her Gu ILFORD! 3 
ſhield. 

Now death is welcome; his approach is flows 
"Tis tedious longer to expect the blow. 

Oh! mortals, ſhort of ſight, who think the paſt | 
O'erblown misfortune ſtill thall prove the latt: 
Alas! misfortunes travel in a train, 

And oft in life form one perpetual chain 

Fear buries fear, and ills on ills attend, 
Till life and ſorrow meet one common end. 
She thinks that ſhe has nought but death to fear, 
And death is conquer'd. Worſe than death i is near: 
Her rigid trials are not yet complete; l 
Ihe neus arrives of her great father's fate. 

| She ſees his hoary head, all white with age, 
A victim to th' offended monafch's ages; 
How great the mercy, had the breath d her laſt, 
Ere the dire ſentence on her father paſt! 
A fonder parent nature never knew; 
: And as his age increas'd, his fondneſs grew. 
A parent's love neer better was beſtow'd; 
5 The pious daughter in her heart los. 
And can ſhe from all weakneſs ſtill refrain? 

And ſtill the firmneſs of her ſoul maintain?“ 
Impoſſible! a ſigh will force its way; 

One patient tear her mortal birth betray; 


_ 
« 3 


His voice was krozen by! his cold dei pair; 


VanqQvursHervD Love. .- 202 
She ſighs and weeps ! but ſo ſhe weeps and ſighs, 
As ſilent dews deſcend, and vapours riſe. 
_ Celeſtial Patience! how doft thou defeat 


The foe's proud menace, and elude his hate? 


While Paſſion takes his part, betrays our peace; 
To death and torture {wells each flight diſgrace z 
By not oppoſing, thou doit ills deſtroy, 
And wear thy conquer'd ſorrows into joy. 

Now e revolves within her anxious mind, 
What wo ſtill lingers in reſerve behind. 
Griefs riſe on griefs, and ſhe can ſee no bound, 


Waile nature laſts, and can receive a wound. 


The ſword is drawn; The queen to rage inclin'd, 


By mercy, nor by piety, connn'd. 


What mercy can the Zealot's heart aſſuage, 
Whoſe piety itſelf converts to rage? 


| She thought, and figh'd. And now the blood began 


To leave her beauteous cheek all cold and wan. 


New ſorrow dimm'd the luſtre of her eye, 5 
And on her cheek the fading roſes die. 
Alas! thould GulL FORD too - 


brought 


. To that dire view, that precipice of hoe, 
WW hile there ſhe wag: itands, nor dares look: 


down, 


Nor can recede, till heav'n n's decrees are known; * 


Cure of all ills, till now her lord appears — 


: But not to cheer her heart, and dry her tears! . 
Not now, as uſual, like the riſing day, 
Jo chaſe the ſhadows, and the damps away: 
But like a gloomy ſtor m, at once to ſweep 

And plunge her to the bottom of the . 


Black were his robes, dejected was his : air, 


When now „ the's 


Slow, | 
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Her eyes the anguith of her heart confeſs'd ; 


And ſunk, a breathleſs image, to the ground. 
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Slow, like a ghoſt, he mov'd with ſolemn pace; 
A dying paleneſs ſat upon his face. 
Back ſhe recoil'd, ſhe ſmote her lovely breaſt, 


Struck to the foul, ſhe ſtagger'd with the wound, 


Thus the fair lily, when the ſky's o'ercaſt,. 
At firſt but ſhudders in the feeble blaſt ; 


But when the winds and weighty rains deſcend,. 


The fair and upright ſtem is forc'd to bend; 


Till broke at length, its ſnowy leaves are ſhed, 


And ſtrew with dying ſweets their native bed. 
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H ER Gil ron p claſps her, beautiful in death, 


And with a kiſs recalls her fleeting breath. 
To tapers thus, w hich by a blaſt expire, 
A lighted taper, touch'd, reſtores the fire: 
She rear'd her ſwimming eye, and faw the light, 
And GviurorD too, or ſhe had loath'd the fight: 
Her father's death ſhe bore, deſpis'd. her o, 
But now ſhe muſt, ſhe will, have leave to groan: 
Ah! Crap, ſhe began, and would have 3 Y 
But ſobs ruſh'd in, and ev'ry accent broke: 
| Reaſon itſelf, as ouſts of paſſion blew, 
Was ruffled in the tempeſt, and withdrew. 


Hic fietatis honos ? fic nes in ſceptra reponis? VIRGs 


So 
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Es The manly temper of the braveſt ſoul, 
What with afflicted beauty can os 
And drops of love diſtilling from the fair? 
It melts us down; our pains 80 beſtow; 
And we with fondneſs languiſh o'er our wo. 
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80 the youth loſt his image in thewwell, 

When tears upon the yielding ſurface fell: 

The ſcatter'd features ſlid into decay, 

And ſpreading circles drove his face away. 
To touch the ſoft affections, and controul 


This GuiLFoRD prov'd : and, with exceſs of pain, : 


And pleaſure too, did to his boſom ſtrain 

The weeping fair: Sunk deep in ſoft deſire, 

Indulg'd his love, and nurs'd the raging fire: 

Then tore himſelf away; and, ſtanding wide, 
As fearing a relapſe of ſondneſs, cry'd, 

With ill-diſſembled grief; „My life, forbear! 

6 You wound your GUILFORD with each e tear: 

Did you not chide my grief? Repreſs your oun; 
Nor want compaſſion for your/e/f alone: 
% Have you beheld, how, from the diſtant main, 
% The thronging waves roll on, a num'rous train, 


And foam, and bellow, till they reach the ſhore; 


„ There burſt their noiſy pride, and are no more? 
e Thus the ſucceſſive flows of human race, 


« Chas'd by the coming, the preceding, chaſe; _ 


„They ſound, and ſwell, their * heads * 


He . 4 Tear; 


8 00 Then fall, and flatten, Ne 4 are. | 
06 Life is a forfeit we mult thortly pay: 
40 And where's the mighty lucre of a das ? 
« Why thould you mourn my fate? ? Vis moſt unkind; > 


« You on you bore with an unſhaken mind 


ain, | 


A ſcene of terrors, to a guilty mind! 
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« And which, can you imgine, was the dart 
That drank moſt blood, ſunk deepeſt in my heart? 
IJ cannot live without you; and my doom 


I meet with joy, to ſhare one common tomb. —— 
« And are again your tears profuſely ſpilt! 5 
* Oh! then, my kindneſs blackens to wy 3 5 


« It foils itſelf, if it recall your pain; — 
« Life of my life, I beg you to refrain! 
00 © load which fate impoſes, you increaſe : 
nd help MARITA to deſtroy my peace.” 
But, oh! againſt himſelf his labour turn'd; 
The more He comforted, the more She mourn'd: 
Compaſſion ſwells our grief; words ſoft and kind 
But ſooth our weakneſs, and diſſolve the mind: 


Her ſorrow flow'd in ſtreams; nor Her's alone, 


While That he blam'd, he yielded to his own. 


Where are the ſmiles ſhe wore, when ſhe, fo late, 


Hail'd him great partner of the regal ſtate; 


When orient gems around her temples bias d, 
And bending nations on the glory gaz d? 

Tas now the Quicen's command, they both retreat, 5 

| To weep with dignity, and mourn in-ſtatez _ 


She forms the decent miſery with joy, 


And loads with pomp the wretch ſhe wed deſtroy. | 
A ſpacious hall is hung with black; all light 


Shut out, and noon- day darken'd into night. 


From the mid- roof a lamp depends on high, 

Like a dim creſcent in a clouded ſky: 
It ſheds a quiv ring melancholy gloom, - 
Which only ſhews the darkneſs of the room. 

A ſhining axe is on the table laid; 
A dreadful fight! and glitters through the ſhade. 


In this ſad ſcene the lovers are confin'd; 


But all her a in ſilence traces o er; 
Fer lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wrought; 
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A ſcene, that would have damp'd with riſing cares, 


And quite extinguiſh d, every love but theirs. 
What can they do? They fix their mournful eyes — 


Then Gviuroan, thus abruptly ; © I deſpiſe 
An empire loſt; I fling away the crownz _ 
* Numbers have laid that bright deluſion down; 


« But where's the CHARLES, or DiocrEsIAN where, 
« Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping fair? 
« Oh! to dwell ever on the lip! to ſtand 


In full poſſeſſion of thy ſnowy hand! 


« And, through th' unclouded chryſtal of thine eye, 


The heav'nly treaſures of the mind to ſpy | 
„Till rapture, reaſon happily deſtroys,, 
And my ſoul wanders through immortal joys, 

&« Give me the world, and aſk me, Where's my bliſs ? | 
] claſpthee to my rd d anſwer, This. a 
: « And ſhall the grave'— 


more; 


And, wond'ring, ſees, in ſad preſaging thought, 


From that fair neck that world of beauty fall, 
And roll along the duſt, a ghaſtly ball! 


Oh! let thoſe tremble, who are greatly bleis di 


For who, but GviLForD, could be thus diſtreſs d? 

Come hither, all you Happy, all you Great, 

From flow'ry meadows, and from rooms of ſtate. 

Nor think I call, your pleaſure to deſtroy, 
Haut to refine, and to exalt your joy: 

Meep not; but, ſmiling, fix your ardent care 
. nobler titles than the Brave or Fair. 


Was ever ſuch a mournful, moving, fight ? 
See, if you can, by that duli, trembling light: 


He neg n can n no 


| Now | 
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Now they embrace; and, mix'd with bitter wo, 
Like sand her Thames, one ſtream they flow: 
Now they ſtart wide; fix'd in benumbing care, 
They ſtitfen into ſtatues of deſpair: 


Now tenderly tevere, and fiercely kind, 


They ruſh at once; they fling their cares behind, 


| And claſp, as if to death; new vows repeat; 


And, quite wrapp'd up in love, forget their fate. 

A ihort deluſion! for the raging pain 

Returns; and their poor hearts muſt bleed again, 
Meantime, the Queen new cruelty decreed; 


But, ill content that they ſhould only bleed, 


A prieſt is ſent ; who, with inſidious art, 
Inſtills his poiſon into SUFFOLK” s heart; 
And GviLForD drank it: Hanging on the breaſt, 
He from his childhood was with Rome poſſeſt. 
When now the miniſters of death draw nigh, 


And in her deareſt lord ſhe firſt muſt die, 


The ſubtle prieſt, who long had watch'd to find 
The moſt unguarded paſſes of her mind, 


Beſpoke her thus: © Grieve not; 'tis in your pow'r r 
_ & Your lord to reſcue from this fatal hour.” 


Her boſom pants; ſhe draws her breath with kyvies ; 
A ſudden horror thrills through ev'ry vein; 


Life ſeems ſuſpended, on his words intent; 
And her foul tremble for the great event. 


The prieſt proceeds: Embrace the faith of Rome, 5 
* And ward Fur one d, lord's, and father” * 
e e | 


= bleſſed ſpirits ! 1 now your charge faltaia 3 "5 


The paſt was eaſe; now Art ſhe' ſuffers pain, 


Muſt ſhe pronounce her father's death? muſt ſhe 
Vid GUILFORD bed It muſt not, cannot be. 


It 
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It cannot be! But *tis the Chriſtian's praiſe, 

Above impofliblities to raiſe | 

The weakneſs of our nature; and deride 

Of vain philoſophy the boaſted pride. 

What though our feeble ſinews ſcarce impart 

A moment's ſweetneſs to the feather'd dart; 
Though tainted air our vig'rous youth can break, 

And a chill blaſt the hardy warrizr ſhake, 

Yet are we-ſtrong: Hear the loud tempeſt roar 

From eaſt to weſt, and call us weak no more; 

The light'ning's unreſiſted force proclaims 


Our might; and thunders raiſe our humble! names; 


*Tis our Tn HOVAH fills the heav'ns; as long 

As He ſhall reign Almighty, We are ſtrong: 

We, by devotion, borro from his throne; 

And almoſt make Omnipotence our own :; 

We force the gates of heav'n, by fervent pray'r; 

And call forth triumph out of man's deſpair. 

Our lovely mourner, kneeling, lifts her eyes 

And bleeding heart, in ſilence, to the ſkies, 
Devoutly ſad—Then, bright'ning, like the day, 

When ſudden winds ſweep ſcatter'd clouds away, 
Shining in majeſty, till now unknown, 

And breathing life and ſpirit ſcarce her own; 

She, riſing, ſpeaks: If theſe the terms“ 


Here, Gu1 LFORD, cruel GvILFoRD, (bard'rous 


man! 
Is this thy love?) as foilt ns lightning ran; 
O'erwhelm'd her with tempeſtuous ſorrow fraught, 
And ſtifled, in its birth, the mighty thought; 
Then burſtin g freſh into a flood of tears, 


Fierce, reſolute, delirious with his fears; 


His fears for her ahne: He beat his breaſt, 
And thus the fer vour of his {oul expreſt: 


_« Oh! 


Mus 


hl. 
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« Oh! let thy thought o'er our paſt converſe rove, 
« And thew one moment uninflam'd with love! 


Jon! if thy kindneſs can no longer laſt, 


« 1, pity to thyſelf, forget the paſt! 
« Kite wilt thou never, void of ſhame and fear, 8 
% Pronounce 5:5 doom, whom thou hait held ſo dear: 


% Thou who haſt took me to thy arms, and {wore 


« Empires were vite, and Fate could Ye no more; . 
« That to continue, was its utmoſt pow'r, | 

« And make the future like the preſent hour. 

« Now call a ruffian ; bid his cruel ſword 

« Lay wide the boſom of thy worthleſs lord; 

« Transfix his heart (ſince you its love diſclaim), 
« And ſtain his honour with a Traitor's name. 


« This might perhaps be borne without remorſe ; 


« But ſure a father's pangs will have their force! 

« Shall his good age, ſo near its journey's end, 

© Through cruel torment to the grave deſcend? 5 

« His ſhallow blood all iſſue at a wound, 

% Waſh a flave's feet, and ſmoke upon the ground? 

« But he to you has ever been ſevere; 

* Then take your vengenance.” — SUFFOLK now 
drew near; 

ending beneath the burden of his 0 carez 

His robes neglected, and his head was barez 

Decrepid winter, in the yearly ring, 

Thus ſlowly creeps, to meet the blooming | pring : 

Downward he caſt a melancholy loox; 

Thrice turn'd, to hide his grief; then faintly ſ poke, : 

Now deep in years, and forward in decays. 


« That axe can only rob me of a day; 


© For the, my ſoul's deſire! I can't 97 Op th 
be And fl Ball my tears, my 1 tears, flow in vain? 1 
| cc When 
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© When you ſhall know a mother's tender name, 
My heart's diſtreſs no longer will you blame.” 
At this, afar his burtting groans were heard; 

The tears ran trickling down his filver beard: 
He ſnatch'd her hand, which to her lips he preſt, 
And bid her plant a dagger in his eat 

Then, finking, call'd her piety unjuſt, 

And ſoil'd his hoary temples to the duſt, - 
Hard-hearted men ! will you no mercy know? 

Has the Queen brib'd you to diſtreſs her foe ; ; 

O weak deſerters to misfortune's part, 

By falſe affection thus to pierce her heart! 

When ſhe had ſoar'd, to let your arrows fly, + 

And fetch her bleeding from the middle ſky ? 
And can her virtue, ſpringing from the ground, 
Her flight recover, and diſdain the wound, 
When cleaving love, and human intereſt, bind 


The broken force of her aſpiring mind ; 


As round the gen'rous eagle, which in vain 
Exerts her ſtrength, the ſerpent wreathes his train, ; 
=: ſtruggling wings entangles, curling plies 
His pois'nous tail, and ſtings her as ſhe flies! 
While yet the blow's firſt dreadful weight ſhe feels, 
; And with its force her reſolution reels; | 
90 Large doors, unfolding with a mournfui ſound, 
To view diſcover, welt'ring on the ground, 
Three headleſs "Un, of thoſe. whoſe arms main- 
tain'd, | — 5 5 8 
And in her wars immortal glory gain d. 
The lifted axe aflur'd her ready doom, 
And filent mourners ſadden'd all the room. 
Shall I proceed; or here break off my tale 
Nor truths to ſtagger human faith, reveal? 


/ 


She 


lain- 


She 
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She met this utmoſt malice of her fate 


Witt Chriſtian dignity. and pious ſtate: | 
he beating ſtorm's propitious rage ſhe bleſt, 


And all the martyr triumph'd in her breaſt: 
Her lord and father, for a moment's ſpace, | 


| She ſtrictly folded in her ſoft embrace! 


Then thus ſhe ſpoke, while angels heard on n high, 
And ſudden gladneſs ſmil'd along the ſky : 

« Your over-fondneſs has not mov'd my hate; 3 
« Tam well pleas'd you make my death fo great; 
J joy I cannot ſave you; and have giv'n 
« Two lives, much dearer than my own, to heav'n, 
« If ſo the queen decrees *: But J have cauſe 
« To hope my blood will ſariafy the laws; 
« And there is mercy ſtill, for you, in ſtore ; z 
© With me the bitterneſs of death is o'er. 
« He ſhot his ſting in Gs; 3 
© And all, that is to come, is joy and peace. 
Then let miſtaken ſorrow be ſuppreſt, 
* Nor ſeem to envy my approaching reſt.“ 
Then, turning to the miniſters of fate, 
dhe, ſmiling, ſays, « My victory's complete : 'F 
« And tell your Queen, I thank her for the blow, 
And grieve my gratitude [ cannot ſhow : 
« A poor return I leave in England's crown, 
«© For everlaſting pleaſure, and renown: _ 
6 Her guilt alone allays this happy hour; 
« Her guilt, — the only vengeance in her pow'r. 

Not Rome, untouch'd with ſorrow, heard her fie . 
And fierce Ma ATA pity'd her too late. 55 


15 Hers | ſhe embraces them. 
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V HEN I am in a ſerious humour, I very 
often walk by myſelf in Vellminſter- Abbey x 
where the gloomineſs of the place, and the uſe to 
which it is applied, with the ſolemnity of the build - 
ing, and the condition of the people who lie in it, 
are apt to fill the mind with a kind of melancholy, 
or rather thoughtfulneſs, that is not diſagreeable. I 
peſterday paſſed the whole afternoon in the church- 
yard, cloyſters, and the church, amuſing myſelf with _ 
the ſtones and inſcriptions that I met with in thoſe 
ſeveral regions of the dead. Moſt of them recorded 
nothing elſe of the buried perſon but that he was 
| born upon one day and died upon another; the 
whole hiſtory of his lite being comprehendet in thoſe 
_ two circumſtances, that are common to all mankind, | 
I could not but look upon theſe regiſters of exiſtence, 
whether of braſs or marble, as a kind of ſatire uport 
the departed perſons; who had left no other memo- 
rial of them, but that they were born and that they 
SE CD. _ died, 
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died. They put me in mind of ſeveral perſons men. 

tioned in the battles of heroic poems, who have 
ſounding names given them, for no other reaſon but 

that they may be killed, and are celebrated for no- 
thing but being knocked on 1 the head. 88 


: 8 Medentaque, ee mque. VI * = 


Glaucus, and Meden, and Therfilechus. | 


The life of theſe men is ſingly deſcribed in holy writ 
: by the path of an arrow, which is immediately cloſed: 
up ang Joſt. 155 OM 


"ood my going into. the church, ; entertained 


myſelf. with the digging of a grave, and ſaw | in eve- - 


ry ſhovelful of it that was thrown up, the fragment | 


of a bone or ſkull intermixed with a kind of freſh 
mouldering earth, that ſome time or other had a | 
place in the compoſition of a human body. Upon 
this I began to conſider with myſelf what innume= 
rable multitudes of people lay confuſed together un- 
der the pavement of that ancient cathedral; how 
men and women, friends and enemies, prieſts and 
Fo ſoldiers, monks and prebendaries, were crumbled 3 * 
mongſt one another, and blended together in the 
| ſame. common maſs; how beauty, ftrength, and | 
youth, with old age, weakneſs; and deformity, lay 


undiſtinguiſhed | in che ay eee dun, of 4 


aler | 


AMONGST THE TOMBS: = 


1 having thus ſurveyed this great magazine 
of mortality, as it were, in a lump; J examined it 
more particularly by the accounts which 1 found 
on ſeveral of the monuments which are raiſed in e- 
very quarter of that ancient fabrick. Some of then 
were covered with ſuch extravagant epitaphs, that 
G. if it were poſſible for the dead perſon to be acquaint- 
ed with tliem, he would bluſh at the praiſes which 
| his friends have beſtowed upon him. There are o- 
thers ſo exceſſively modeſt, that they deliver the 


it character of the perſons departed in Greek or He- 
d brew, and by that me ins are not underſtood once in 
iis a twelvemonth. In the poetical quarter, I found 
| there were poets who had no monuments, and mo- 
4 : numents which had no poets. I obſerved indeed, 


= that the preſent war had filled the church with ma- 
= ny of theſe uninhabited monuments, which had been 

| erected tothe memory of perſons whoſe bodies were 
perhaps buried! in the plains of Blenheim, o or in the 
boſom of the « ocean : 


9 


| 1 cans not but be very much delighted with 5 
veral modern epitaphs, which are written with great 
0 elegance of expreſſion and juſtneſs of thought, and 
therefore do honour to the living as well as to the 
5 dead. As a foreigner is very apt to conceive un 
idea of the ignorance or politeneſs of a nation from 
the turn of their public monuments and inſcriptions, 
| they ſhould be ſubmitted to the peruſal of men of 
learning and genius before e are put in execution. 
2 D . Sir 
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Sir Clouds y $hovel's monument has very often given 


me great offence; inſtead of the brave rough Engliſh 


admiral, which was the diſtinguiſhing character of 
that plain gallant man, he-is repreſented on his 
tomb by the figure of a beau, dreſſed in a long peri- 
wig, and repoſing himſelf upon velvet cuſhions, un- 
der a canopy of ſtate. The inſcription is anſwer- 
able to the monument; for, inſtead of celebrating 
the many remarkable actions he had performed in 
the ſervice of his country, it acquaints us only with 


the manner of his death, in which it was impoſſible 
kor him to reap any honour. The Dutch, whom 


we are apt to deſpiſe for want of genius, ſhew an 


infinifely greater taſte of antiquity and politeneſs in 
their buildings and works of this nature, than we 

TE meet with i in thoſe of our own country. T he Mopu- 
ments of their admirals, which have been erected 
at the public expence, reprefent them like them- 

flelves; ; and are adorned with roſtral crowns and na- 2 


val ornaments, with beautiful feſtoons of ſea-weed, 


- thells , and coral. 


But to return to our ſubject: I have left the re- 


poſitory of our Enghfþ kings for the contemplation 


of another day, when I find myſelf diſpoſed for ſo 


' ſerious an amuſement. I know that entertainments | 

of this nature are apt to raiſe dark and diſmal 

| thoughts in timorous minds, and gloomy imagina- 
tious; but for my own part, though 1 am always 

| ſerious, I do not know what it is to be melancholy; 


= 
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and can therefore take a view of nature in her deep 


and ſolemn ſcenes, with the ſame pleaſure as in her 
moſt gay and delightful ones. By this means I can 
| improve myſelf with thoſe objects which others con- 
ſider with terror. When I look upon the tombs of 
the great, every emotion of envy dies in me; when 
I read the epitaphs of the beautiful, every inordi- 
nate deſire goes out; when I meet with the grief of 5 
parents upon a tomb- ſtone, my heart melts with 


compaſſion; when I ſee the tomb of the parents 


themſelves, I conſider the vanity of prieving for 
thoſe whom we muſt quickly follow: when I ſee 
kings lying by thoſe who depoſed them, when [ con- 
ſider rival wits placed ſide by ſide, or the holy men 
| that divided the world with their conteſts and diſ- 

putes, I refle&t with ſorrow and aſtoniſhment on the 


little competitions, factions, and debates of man- 
kind. When I read the ſeveral dates of the tombs, 

of ſome that died yeſterday, and ſome fix hundred | 
Fears ago, I conſider that great day when we ſhall 
all of us be contemporaries, and. make our appear- | 
ance together. | 
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JOYS or HEAVEN. 


ternity, or infinite duration, as a line that has nei- 
ther a beginning nor an end. In our ſpeculations 


of infinite ſpace, we conſider that particular place in | 
which we exiſt, as a kind of centre to the whole ex- — 


E conſider infinite ſpace as an expanſion — 
without a circumference; we conſider e- 


* 
e MERA DS —— — 


panſion. - In our ſpeculations of eternity, we con j 
der the time which is preſent to us as the middle, 2 
which divides the whole line into two equal parts. 


For this reaſon many witty authors compare the 
preſent time to an iſthmus or narrow neck of land 
that riſes in the midſt of an Ocean, immeaſurably. 
| diffuſed o on either ſide of it. 15 


Philoſophy, and indeed common ſenſe, naturally- 
Hin a ernity under two diviſions ; which we may 2 
call in Engliſh, that eternity. which is paſt, and that. 
eternity which is to come. The learned terms of 
_ eternitas a parte ante, a and eternitas a Harte poſt, may | 
be more amuſing to the reader, but can have no ß ; 


her idea affixed to them, than what! is conveyed 3 | 
. 
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us by thoſe words, an eternity that is paſt, and an 

eternity that is to come. Each of theſe eternities is 

bounded at the one extreme; or, in other words, 
the former has an end. and the latter a beginning. 


Let us firſt of all conſider that eternity which is 
Paſt, reſerving that which is to come for the ſubject 
of another paper. The nature of this eternity is 
utterly inconceivable by the mind of man: our rea- 
ſon demonſtrates to us that it has been, but at the 
ſame time can frame no idea of it, but what is big 
with abiurdity and contradiction... We can have no 
other conception of any duration which is paſt, than 
that all of it was once preſent; and whatever was pre- 
ſent, is at ſome certain diſtance from us, and whats 
ever is at any diſtance from us, be the diſtance never 
ſo remote, cannot be eternity. The very notion of 
any duration's being paſt, implies that it was once 
preſent; for the idea of being once preſent, is actu- 
> _- ally included in the idea ↄf being paſt. This depth 
therefore is not to be ſounded by human. under 
ſtanding. We are ſure that there has been an eter- 
nity, and yet contradict ourſelves when we mea- 
ſure this eternity by f n notion which we can frame 5 
5 of! it. F 


If we go to the bottom of this matter; v we all | 
od find that the difficulties we niect with in our con- | 
ceptions of eternity proceed from this ſingle reaſon, 

: that we can have no other idea of any kind of dura- 


| tion. 
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0 


tion, than that by which we ourſelves, and all other 
ereated beings do exiſt, which is, a ſucceflive dura- 
tion, made up of paſt, preſent; and to come. | here 


is nothing which exiſts after this manner, all the 


parts of whoſe exiſtence were not once actually pre- 
ſent, and conſequently may be reached by a certain 
number of years applied to it. We may aſcend as 
high as we pleaſe, and employ our being to that e- 
ternity which is to come, in adding millions of years 
to millions of years, and we can never come up to 
any fountain head of duration, to any beginning in 
eternity; but at tlie ſame time we are ſure, that 
| whatever was once preſent, does lie within the reach 
of numbers, though perhaps we can never be able 
to put enough of them together fot that purpoſe. 
We may as well ſay, that any thing may be actually 
preſent in any part of infinite ſpace, which does not | 
lie at a certain diſtance from us, as that any part of 
infinite duration was once actually preſent, and does 
not lie at ſome determined diſtance from us. The. 
a diſtances in both caſes may be immeaſurable and 
indefinite as to our faculties; but- our reaſon tells 
us that it cannot be ſo in itſelf. Here therefore is 
| that difficulty which human underſtanding is not 
capable of ſurmounting. We are ſure that ſome- 
_ thing muſt- have exiſted from eternity, and at the 
ſame time unable to conceive, that any thing which 
exiſts according to our notion of exiſtence can have 
4 exiſted from eternity. BI | 
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It is hard for a reader, who has not rolled this 
| thought in his own mind, to follow in fuch an abs 
ſtracted ſpeculation; but I have been the longer on 
it, becauſe I think it is a demonſtrative argument of 
the being and eternity of a God; and though there 
are many other demonſtrations which lead us to this 
great truth, I do not think we ought to lay aſide any 
_ proofs in the matter, which the light of reaſon has 
ſuggeſted to us, eſpecially when it is fuch a one as 
has been urged by men famous for their penetration 
* and force of underſtanding, and which appears alto- 


gether concluſive to thoſe who will * at the * 5 | 


to examine it. 


1 thas condieredt rid atone Viich ispaſt, 


LL according to the beſt idea we can frame of it, 1 thall 


now draw up thoſe feveral articles on this ſubject, 
| which are dictated to us by the light of reaſon, and. 
which may be looked upon as the creed of a \ philoſo- 
wr" in this great . 


al 1 is certaln that no being could have made 
itſelf; for if fo, it mult have acted bedore 1 it t was, d 
which! is a a contradiction. | 


Secondly, That ende ſome being malt have > = 
ifted from all eternity. 5 
Thirdly,” That whatever exiſts after the manner # 


created beings, or according to any notions Wich 
Ry we. 
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we have of exiſtence, could not have exiſted from 
eternity. 


Fourthly, That this eternal Being muſt therefore 
be the great Author of nature, the ancient of days, 
who being at an infinite diſtance in his perfections 
from all finite and created beings, exiſts in a quite 


diferent manner from them, and in a manner of 


which they can have no idea. 


: Liknow that ſeveral of the ſchoolmen „who would 
not be thought ignorant of any thing, having pre- 
tended to explain the manner of God's exiſtence, by 
telling us, that he comprehends infinite duration in 


: _ every moment; eternity is with him a punctum fans, 
a fixed point; or, which is as good ſenſe, an infinite 
inſtant; that nothing, with reference to his exiſtence, 


B either paſt or to come: to which the i ingenious Mr. 
| Cowley Alluges. in his deſcription of heaven. 


Nothing eos to come, and nothing paſt, ; 
| But an eternal NOW does always all. . 


For my own n part, I look upon theſe e : 
28 words that have no ideas annexed to them; and 
| think men had better own their ignorance, than ad- 
vance doctrines by which they mean nothing, and 
which, indeed, are ſelf-contradiftory. We cannot. 


be too mbdeſt in our diſquiſitions, when we meditate 


on u him, who 1 is environed with ſo much glory and 
5 ö perfection, 5 


WP —ꝛ 
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perfection, who is the ſource of being, the fountain 
of all that exiſtence which we and his whole creation- 


derive from him. Let us therefore with the utmoſt. 
humility acknowledge, that as ſome being mult ne- 


ceſſarily have exiſted from eternity, ſo this being 


does exiſt after an incomprehenſible manner, ſince 


it is impoſſible for a being to have exiſted from eter- 
nity after our manner, or notions ofexiſtence. Re- 


velation confirms theſe natural dictates of reaſon in | 


the accounts which it gives us of the divine exiſt- 
ence, where it tell us, that he is the ſame yeſterday, 


to-day, and for ever; that he is the Alpha and Omega, 


the beginning and the ending; that a thouſand years | 
are with him as one day, and one day as a thouſand | 
years; by which, and the like expreſſions, we are 
taught, that his exiſtence, with relation to time or 
duration, is infinitely; - different from the exiſtence 0 
of any of his creatures, and conſequently that it is 
| Tn for us ha frame any e conceptions 
: of | 1... TOS 


In the firſt revelation which he makes of his own 


| being, he intitles himſelf, I am that lam; and when 
Moſes deſires to know what names he ſhall give him 
in his embaſly to Pharaoh, he bids him ſay that 1am 
| hath ſent you. Our great Creator, by this revelation 
of himſelf, does in a manner exclude every thing 
elſe from a real exiſtence, and diſtinguiſhes himſelf. 
from his creatures, as the only being which truly 
and really) exiſts. The ancient Platonic notion, 


which 


n 


. 


* 
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which was drawn from ſpeculations of eternity, won- 


derfully agrees with this revelation. which God has 


made of himſelf. There is nothing, fay they, which 


in reality exifts, whoſe exiſtence as we call it, is pieced 


up of paſt, preſent, and to come, Such a flitting 


and ſucceflive exiſtence is rather a ſhadow of exiſt- 
ence and fomething which is like it, than exiſtence. 
_ itfelf. He only properly exiſts, whoſe exiſtence is. 


eternally preſent; that is, in other words, who exiſts. 


in the moſt perfect manner, and in ſuch. a maner as. 


we have no idea of. 


1 mall conclude this ſpeculation with one uſeful 
' inference, How can we ſufficiently proſtrate our- 
ſelves, and fall down before our Maker, when we- 
conſider that ineffable*goodnefs/and wiſdom which. 
_ contrived this exiſtence for finite,; nature? What 
| muſt be the overflowings ef that good will which 
prompted our Creator to adopt exiſtence to beings 
in whom it is not neceſſary? eſpecially when we 
_ conſider that he himſelf was before in the complete 
poſſeſſion of exiſtence and of happineſs, and in the 
full enjoyment of eternity. What man can think 
ol himſelf as called out and ſeparated from nothing, 
ol his being made a conſcious, a reaſonable, and a 
9 happy creature, in ſhort, of being taken in as a ſha« 
rer of exiſtence, and a kind of partner in eternity, 
without being ſwallowed up in wonder, in praiſe, in 5 
adoration f It is indeed a thought too big for the 
mind of man, and rather to be entertained in the ſe- 


creſy 
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_ ereſy of devotion, and in the ſilence of the ſoul, than 
to be expreſſed by words. The ſupreme Being has 

not given us powers or gp ſufficient to extal 

and magnify ſuch unutterable goodneſs. 


It is however ſome comfort to us, that we ſhall | 
be always doing what we ſhall never be able to do, 
and thata work which cannot be finithed, will hows 
ever be the work of an eternity. 


Co niet od tai < 
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I. HAVE always taken a particular pleaſure in ex- 


amining the opinions which men of different 
religions, different ages, and different countries, 


have entertained concerning the immortality of the 
ſoul, and the ſtate of happineſs which they promiſe 


themſelves in another world. For whatever preju- 


dices and errors human nature lies under, we find 
that either reaſon, or tradition from our firſt parents, 


has diſcovered to all people ſomething in theſe great 


points which bear analogy to truth, and to the doc- 
_ trines open to us by divine revelation. I was lately 
diſcourſing on this ſubject with a learned perſon, 
| who has been very much converſant among the in- 
| habitants of the more weſtern parts of Afric. Up- 


on his converfing with ſeveral in that country, he 


tells me that their notion of heaven, or of a future 
ſtate of happineſs, is this, that every thing we there 


with for wilt immediately prefent itſelt to us. We 


find, ſay they, our ſouls are of ſuch a nature, that 
they require variety, and are not capable of being 


always delighted with the ſame objects. The Su- 


preme Being, therefore, in compliance with this 
taſte of ho ppitels” which he has planted in the ſoul 

ol man, will raiſe up from time to time, ſay they, 
WM every g gratification which it is in the humour to be 


pleaſed with. If we wiſh to be in groves or bowers, 


among running ſtreams or falls of water, we ſhall 


immediately find ourſelves 1 in the midſt of ſuch a 
= - ſcene 
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ſcene as we deſire, If we would be entertained 
with muſic and the melody of ſounds, the concert 
ariſes upon our with, and the whole region about us | 
is filled with harmony. In ſhort, every deſire will 
| be followed by fruition, and whatever a man's in- 
clination directs him to, will be preſent with him. 
Nor is it material whether the Supreme Power cre- 
_ ates in comformity to our wiſhes, or whether he on- 
I produces ſuch a change in our imagination, as 
| makes us believe ourſelves converſant among thoſe 
| ſcenes which delight us. Our happineſs will be the 
| ſame, whether it proceed from external objects, or 
from the impreſſions of the Deity, upon our own 
_ private fancies. This is the account which I have 
received from my learned friend. Notwithſtanding 
this ſyſtem of belief be in general very chimerical 
and viſionary, there is ſomething ſublime in its man- 
ner of conſidering the influence of a Divine Being 
on a human ſoul. It has alſo, like moſt other opi- 
nions of the Heathen ,world upon theſe important 
points, it has, I ſay, its foundation in truth, as it 
{ſuppoſes the ſouls of good men after this life to be 
in a ſtate of perfect happineſs, that in this ſtate 
there will be no barren hopes, nor fruitleſs wiſhes, © 
and that we ſhall enjoy every thing we can deſire. 
But the particular circumſtances which I am moſt 
| pleaſed with in this ſcheme, and which ariſes from 
2 juſt reflection upon human nature, is that variety 
of pleaſures, which it ſuppoſes the ſouls of good 
men wil be Foſſeſſed of i in another world. This 1 
: think 


ed think highly probable, from the dictates both of 
ert reaſon and revelation. The ſoul conſiſts of many 
us fac ulties, as the underſtanding and the will, with all 

ill the ſenſes, both outward and inward; or, to ſpeak 
in- more philoſophically, the ſoul can exert herſelf in 
im. many different ways of action. She can under= 
re- ſtand, will, imagine, fee, and hear, love, and diſ- 
= courſe, and apply herſelt to many other the like ex- 

as erciſes of different kinds and natures; but what is 
ole more to be conſidered, the ſoul is capable of recei- 
he ving a moſt exquiſite pleaſure and ſatisfaction from 
or the exerciſe of any of theſe its powers when they Fl 
wn . are gratified with their proper objects; ſhe can be 
ve entirely happy by the ſatisfaction of the memory, 
ng me ſight, the hearing, or any other mode of percep- 
cal tion. Every faculty is as a diſtin& taſte in the 
n- mind, and hath objects accommodated to its proper 
ng || reliſh. Dr. Tillatſon ſomewhere ſays, that he will 
pt= not preſume to determine in what confiſts the hap- 
nt pineſs of the bleſſed, becauſe God Almighty is capa- 
1 ble of making the ſoul happy y byten thouſand diffe- 
be rent ways. Beſides thoſe ſeveral avenues to pleaſure 
ite which the ſoul is endowed with in this life; it is not 

Sy impoflible, according to the opinion of many emi- 
re. nent divines, but there may be new faculties in the 
ſt © {| ouls of good men made perfect, as well as new ſen- 
m {| fs in their glorified bodies. This we are ſure of, 
ty that there will be new objects offered to all ole © fas 
zd - culties which tre eſſential t to us. Do 

1 . 

ik We 
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We are likewiſe to take notice, that every parti- 
cular faculty is capable of being employed on a very 
great variety of objects. The underſtanding, for 
example, may be happy in the contemplation of mo- 
ral, natural, mathematical and other kinds of truth. 
The memory likewiſe may turn itſelf to an infinite 
multitude of objects, eſpecially when the ſoul ſhall 
have paſſed through the ſpace of many millions of 
years, and ſhall reflect with pleaſures on the days of 
eternity. Every other faculty may be conſidered in 
the ſame extent. 


We cannot queſtion but that the happineſs of a 
ſoul will be adequate to its nature, and that it is not 
endowed with any faculties which are to lie uſeleſs 
and unemployed. The happineſs is to be the hap- 
pineſs of the whole man, and we may eaſily conceive 
to ourſelves the happineſs of the ſoul, whilſt any 
one of its faculties is in the fruition of its chief good. 
The happineſs mJy be of a more exalted nature in 
proportion as the faculty employed is ſo; but as the 
Whole ſoul acts in the exertion of any of its particular 


powers, the whole ſoul 3s. happy in the pleaſure i 


which ariſes from any of its particular acts. For 


_ notwithſtanding, as has been before hinted, and as | 


tit has been taken notice of by one of the greateſt 


modern philoſophers, we divide the ſoul into ſeve- 1 
ral powers and faculties, there i is no ſuch diviſion in 


bers, underſtands, wills, or imagines. Our under- | 


| the ſoul itſelf, ſince it is the whole ſoul that remem- 


ſanding, |} 


fa 


not 


leſs 


ap- | 
eive 


any 
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tanding, will, imagination, and the like faculties, is. 
for the better enabling us to expreſs ourſelves in ſuch 


abſtracted ſubjects of ſpeculation, not that there | is 
any ſuch diviſion in the ſoul itſelf. 


Seeing then that the ſoul has many different fa- 


culties, or in other words, many different ways of ac- 


ting 3. that it can be intenſely pleaſed, or made hap- 


py by all theſe different faculties or ways of acting; 
that it may be endowed with ſeveral latent facul- | 
ties, which it is not at preſent | in a condition to ex- 


ert; that we cannot believe the Toul |: is endowed with | 


any faculty which is of no uſe to it: that whenever 
any one of theſe faculties is tranſcendently pleaſed, 


the ſoul is inaſtate of happineſs; and in the laſt place, = 


conſidering that the happineſs of another world is to 
be the happineſs of the whole man;. who can queſti- 
on but that there is an infinite variety in thoſe plea- 
I ſures we are ſpeaking of; and that this fulneſs of 


joy will be made up of all thoſe pleaſures which the 


nature of the ſoul i is s capable of PT 


We mall be the more confirmed i in this doctrine, 


it we obſerve the nature of variety with regard to 
the mind of man. The ſoul does not care to be al- > 
ies: Ways. in the ſame bent. | ; 
em- 
der- | 


another by turns, and receive an additional pleaſure. 


from the novelty of thoſe objects about which ey 
are converſant. 


. 1 8 


The faculties relieve one 
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Revelation likewiſe very much confirms this no- 
tion, under the different view which it gives us of 
our future. happineſs. In the deſcription of. tlie 
throne of God, it repreſents to us all thoſe objects 
which are able to gratify the ſenſes and imagination; 
in very many places it intimates to us all the happi- 
neſs which the underſtanding can poſſibly receive in 
that ftate where all things ſhall be revealed to us, 
and we ſhall know even as we are known; ; the rap- 
tures of devotion, of divine love, the pleaſure of 
conperſing with our bleſſed Saviour, with an innu- 
merable hoſt of angels, and with the ſpirits of juſt 
men made perfect, are likewiſe revealed to us in ſe- 
veral parts of the holy writings. - There are alſo 
mentioned thoſe hierarchies or governments, in 
which the bleſſed ſhall be ranged one above another, 
and in which we may be ſure a great part of our 
happineſs will likewiſe conſiſt; for it will not be 
there as in this world, where every one is aiming at 
5 pow er and ſuperiority; but, on the contrary, every 
one will find that ſtation the moſt proper tor him in- 
which he is placed, and will probably think that 
he could not have been ſo happy in any other ſta- 
tion. Theſe, and many other particulars, are mark- 


4 ed! in divine revelation as the ſeveral ingredients of | 
- our happineſs in heaven, which all imply fuch a 
e of joys, and ſuch a gratification of he ſoul 


in all its different faculties, as I have been nere : 
mentioning, " 


Some 
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; Some of the Rabbins tell us, that the cbernublins: 
are a ſet of angels who know moſt, and the ſera phims. 


a ſet of angels who love moſt. Whether this diſtinc- 


tion be not altogether imaginary, I ſhall not here ex- 
amine; but it is highly probable, that among the: 


ſpirits of good men, there may be ſome who will be. 
more pleaſed with the employment of one faculty 
than of another, and this perhaps according to thoſe. 


innocent and various habits or inclinations which. 
have here taken the deepeſt root. 


1 micht here apply this conſideration to the folrtes 
of wicked men „with relation to the pain which they 


hall ſuffer in every one of their faculties, and the 


reſpective miſeries which ſhall be appropriated to 

each faculty i in particular, But leaving this to the 
reflection of my readers, I ſhall conclude, with ob- 
ſerving how we ought to be thankful to our great 


Creator, and rejoice in the being which he has be- 
ſtowed upon us, for having made the ſoul ſuſcepti- 


ble of pleaſure by ſo many different ways. We ſee 
by chat a varicty of patſages, joy and gladneſs may 


enter into the thoughts of man; how wonderful a2 


hun au spirit is framed, to imbibe its proper tatis= 


factions, and taſte the goodneſs of its Creator. We 


may therefore look into ourſelves with rapture and 
amazement, and cannot ſufliciently expreſs our gra- 


titucie to him, who has encompaſſed us with ſuch a 


pr itution of bleHings, and opened in us ſo MARY ca- 
bacitics of en jo) ing dem: e 


his 
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There cannot be a ad argument that God 
has deſigned us for a ſtate of future happineſs, and 
for that heaven which he has revealed. to us, than 
that he has thus naturally qualified the ſoul for it, 
and made it a being capable of receiving ſo much 
bliſs. He would never have made ſuch faculties in 
vain, and have endowed. us with powers that were 
riot to be exerted on ſuch objects as are ſuited to 
them. It is very manifeſt, by the inward frame and 

f conſtitutions of our minds, that he has adapted them 

to an infinite variety of pleaſures and gratifications, 

' Which are not to be met with in this life. We ſhould 


therefore at all times take care that we do not diſ- 


appoint this gracious purpoſe and intention towards 
us, and make thoſe faculties which he formed as ſo 
many qualifications for happineſs and rewards, to be 
the inſtruments of pain and paniſhogent. IE. 
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